
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



/<0/3^»^ 




IFRoMTHECIASS' 

nH l l lllllllllli m illll illt ll li lllllll ] :i ,M I ]Jl l f ll l lll T[ l| iiii"uiii'""iTiiiimniiTnifin 




d by Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



COLLECTION 



OF 



BRITISH AUTHOES. 

VOL. 731. 



HAKD CASH BY CHARLES EEADE. 

IN THREE VOLUMES. 
VOL. I. 



Digitized 



by Google 



/ 



TAUCHNITZ EDITION. 
By the same Author, 

"it is neveb too late to mend" . . 2 vols. 

"love me uttle, love me long" . . 1 vol. 

the cloister and the hearth .... 2 vols. 

PUT yourself in his place 2 vols. 

a terrible temptation 2 vols. 

PEG WOPPINGTON 1 vol. 

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE 1 voL 

A SIMPLETON 2 vols. 

THE WANDERING HEIR 1 VOl. 

A WOMAN-HATER 2 VOls. 

RBADIANA 1 vol. 

8INGLSHEART AND DOUBLEFACE .... 1 vol. 



Digitized 



byGoOgl^ 



HARD CASH. 



A MATTEE-OF-rACI EOMANCE. 



CHAELES EEADE.: 

COPWIGSj: EDITION. 

IN THREE VOLUMES. 
VOL. I. 



LEIPZIG 
BERNHARD TAUCUNITZ 

1864. 

The Eight oj Translation is reserved. 



Digitized 



by Google 



* ^C/'S^-'i-^ 



4.^.<u>^0 



rf 1^1^ 



(""- — ■ — > 
HARVARD 
UNIVERSITY 
LIBRARY 



Digitized 



by Google 



PREFACE 

TO THE FIRST LONDON EDITION. 



"Hard Cash," like **'Tlie Cfoister and the Hearth," 
is a matter-of-fact Bomance; that is, a fiction built on 
truths: and these truths have been gathered by long, 
severe, systematic, labor, from a multitude of volumes, 
pamphlets, journals, reports, blue-books, manuscript 
narratives, letters, and living people, whom I have 
sought out, examined and cross-examined, to get at 
the truth on each main topic I have striven to handle. 

The madhouse scenes have been picked out by 
certain disinterested gentlemen who keep private 
asylums, and periodicals to puff them; and have been 
met with bold denials of public facts and with timid 
personalities, and a little easy cant about Sensation* 
Novelists. But in reality those passages have been 
written on the same system as the nautical, legal, and 
other scenes. The best evidence has been ransacked; 

* Thii slaBg term Is not quite accurate as applied to me. Without 
seasation there can be no interest: but my plan is to mix a little eharaeter 
and a little philosophy with the sensational element. 

^^ _ Digitized by LjOOQIC 



VI PREFACE TO THE FIRST LONDON EDITION. 

and a large portion of this evidence I shall be happy 
to show at my house to any brother writer who is 
disinterested, and really cares enough for truth and 
humanity to walk or ride a mile in pursuit of ^hem. 

Meantime I will append to this work the chal- 
lenge flung down to me in the * Daily News' by the 
proprietor of a private asylum*, with my reply in the 
same respectable journal. 

CHAKLES READE. 



6, Bolton Row, Uayfair, 

December 6, 1863, 
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PREFACE 

TO THE SECOND LONDON EDITION. 



To hear people talk, one would think that this 
book is all about private asylums. Yet but one-fifth 
of the story is so employed. Whence the miscalcula- 
tion? Because that part is of real importance to the 
country, and the rest is not Never were pages more 
needed by a nation, its colonies and its descendants, 
than those two hundred and fifty in which I have 
taken the liberty to dramatize an Act of Parliament, 
and by the help of a little common sense, a little 
insight into human nature, and a great many public 
and private facts, have shown the natural consequences 
of that mad statute. Drawn by lawyers who were not 
jurists, it furnishes facile forms, by sticking to which 
the kinsman, whose interest it is to falsely imprison 
any British citizen, can do it with ease and utter 
secrecy — provided the man is not a felon — and 
with a reasonable hope of impunity: since the Act pro- 
vides no penalty whatever for the criminal abuse it 
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invites. Offspring of pettifoggers, it affects to pimisli 
a lack of form^ but winks at the substantial crime it 
bas put into men^s beads. God be thanked for the 
common law of England, which puts a snaffle, though 
not a curb, on this accursed statute, and may He 
preserve my life and reason till I can get it written 
out of the Statute-book! 

Meantime, know the state of things in England. 
If a poor man is as mad as a March hare, his friends 
cannot, by force of law and without favour, get him 
into a public asylum, until he has earned that privi- 
lege by killing or maiming a fellow-citizen. But, if a 
man is rich or heir to wealth, he can be easily locked 
up for eccentripity, temporary depression of spirits, or 
even for nothing at all but the greed of his kins- 
folk. 

Of these two abuses, contradictory on the surface, 
but one at bottom, the former is lightly touched in the 
history of James Maxley; the latter I have carried out 
to its full consequences in Alfred Hardie; and in his 
adventures what little is not historical is prophetic; 
mark my words! 

I built those scenes on examples, as I have already 
offered to prove: and, since the first edition of ^Hard 
Cash* was published, fresh instances have flowed in to 
me from my readers, some of which I will relate on 
another occasion; and more than one dark intrigue has 
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been trusted to me in confidence by worthy but timid 
persons, who would fain see great crimes gently 
baffled, but the dearly beloved villains, who do them^ 
not exposed by name for all the world. 

Nor have public examples been altogether want* 
ing, even in that short space of time. Here is a bit 
of valuable evidence, viz., an incidental revelation: 
Yeatman v. Yeathan. The husband, it seems, de- 
serted his wife in Germany and returned to London. 
"The respondent, however, followed him to London, 
but he refused to cohabit with her again, and got her 
into a private lunatic asylum at Long Eaton, in 
Derbyshire-, from which place she got away and re- 
turned to the petitioner. — The petitioner then pre- 
sented a petition to this Court to declare his marriage 
void on the ground of the respondent's insanity. This 
he failed in obtaining.'' 

Now this woman was perfectly sane in the daylight 
of a Court; yet, in the dark, see how easily she was 
medically certified, and locked up, as insane, — as 
easily as you or I could be certified behind our backs 
and locked up to-morrow. And, observe, so small a 
collateral incident as the incarceration of a sane wife 
m a private asylum passed unheeded in a trial for 
adultery. That is just a way English husbands have 
of getting rid of troublesome wives.* 

* Tbif conjugal custom can plead antiquity. 

May 12, 1766. — A lady of fashion, who last week exhibited articles ot 
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But the wives have not been quite idle, neither. 

A small tradesman in the county of Durham has 
been sent to an asylum at his wife^s instigation. For 
this the order of a visiting justice and a medical cer- 
tificate were required; 

*' Which did come at her command,** 

as the old song says. He got out and came to me. 
Under my auspices he is taking legal proceedings 
against the magistrate; and a jury will find he is quite 
as sane as any man in England, and a deal saner than 
the non-jurists who framed the Lunacy Act. Meantime, 
I am employing him on a business that requires un- 



the peace against her husband, for confining her in a madhouse, hadft 
public hearing in Westminster Hall , and after full examination was pro- 
nounced sane by the Court. — See Gent*s Mag.y vol. xxxvi., p. 245. 

In April 1772 a Mrs. Mills , sane , but de irop » was forced into a mad- 
house by her spouse , and there found Mrs. Ewbank , another sane spouse. 
Being unencumbered by silly statutes, they indicted the madhouse keeper, 
and successfully. — Ihii.t vol. xlii., p. 340. 

A lady, who sometimes does me the honour to drink tea with me, was 
confined for a year or two in an asylum, and, being perfectly sane (a« roai 
publidy proved directly she eonlrivcd to gel out, though stoutly denied by 
Commissioners, Masters in Lunacy, &c., so long as she was in the dark), 
took notes of all that passed , and wove them into a short but masterly 
narrative, to which I and my readers are deeply indebted. Her hand it 
was, not mine, which drew from life the imbecile old Commissioner: (the 
Commissioner, who commented so i-propos on the matron^s gown, was 
taken from the life by Edward Fletcher, another sane lunatic.) In this 
lady's MS. I find this sentence, *'Mrs. B. was my next door neighbour in 
the house; there was nothing the matter with her: but the proprietor of 
the asylum, being a near neighbour and friend of her husband, was so kind 
as to take his wife off his hands/' 

A collateral incident, similar to that in ^Ycatmanv. Yeatman,' came 
out in another recent divorce trial. See 'Timet' Dec. 11, 1863, p. 9, 
eol. 3« 
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common tact, temper, and sagacity; and lie has shown 
me all three. 

Mr. Hutchinson, a Sunderland ship-huilder, has 
twice, of late, had to appeal to the public to protect 
him against his own flesh and blood: his children, he 
says, want to lock him up as insane, because he pro- 
poses to build some almshouses for decayed ship- 
wrights. This is sharp practice, even under the Mad 
Act; for, after all, it is by shipwrights this ship- 
builder has made his money: and, if charity and 
gratitude are insanity, what is filial avarice? This 
alleged lunatic's manifesto is cited by the * Newcastle 
Daily Chronicle' of Dec 16, 1863, under the 
heading 

*Veby Hard Cash, and its Responsibilities. 

^It has come to the knowledge of the public , and a paragraph 
has appeared in your newspaper^ that I intend to establish alms- 
houses. I have therefore no hesitation in stating that such is the 
case , and I have purchased a plot of ground for the purpose. But 
an attempt is made by some of my family to prevent me carrying 
such intention into effect , and my son^ who is a law man^ lam in" 
formed, has signified his intention to go up to London and make an 
application to the Lord Chancellor to have me declared to be 
insane and incapable of managing my own affairs, which would 
enable them to take my money and lock me up in an asylum. I 
think lean confidently appeal to all my frtends in the toum, with 
whom I have done business for so many years, whether they have 
ever found me incapable of transacting my business , and they will 
admit that, having worked hard for my money, I have a right to 
dispose ofUds I think fit,^ 
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Comment by Dr. Sampson — 

Mind your eye, 
Mr. Peabody. 

By my next edition there will doubtless be fresh 
specimens, — unless the newspapers all stop. 
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HARD CASH. 



PROLOGUE. 



In a snowy villa,' with a sloping lawn, just outside 
the great commercial seaport, Barkington, there lived 
a few years ago a happy family. A lady, middle 
aged, but still charming; two young friends of hers; 
and a periodical visitor. 

The lady was Mrs. Dodd; her occasional visitor 
was her husband; her friends were her son Edward, 
aged twenty, and her daughter Julia, nineteen; the 
fruit of a misalliance. 

Mrs. Dodd was originally Miss Fountain, a young 
lady well bom, high bred, and a denizen of the 
fashionable world Under a strange concurrence of 
circumstances she coolly married tibe captain of an 
East Indiaman. The deed done, and with her eyes 
open, for she was not, to say, in love with him, she 
took a judicious line; and kept it; no hankering after 
Mayfair, no talking about Lord "This" and Lady 
"That," to commercial gentlewomen; no amphibious- 
ness. She accepted her place in society, reserving the 
right to embellish it with the graces she had gathered 
in a higher sphere. In her home, and in her person, 
she was little less elegant than a countess; yet nothing 
more than a merchant-captain^s wife: and she reared 

Hard Ca$h. I. 1 
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2 HABD CASH. 

that commander's children, in a suburban villa, with 
the manners which adorn a palace — when they happen 
to be there. She had a bugbear; Slang. Could not 
endure the smart technicalities current; their multitude 
did not overpower her distaste; she called them 
"jargon;" "slang" was too coarse a word for her to 
apply to slang: she excluded many a good "racy 
idiom" along with the real offenders; and monosyllables 
in general ran some risk of having to show their pass- 
ports. If this was pedantry, it went no further; she 
Was open, free, and youthful with her yoxmg pupils; 
and had the art to put herself on their level: often, 
when they were quite yoxmg, she would feign in- 
fantine ingnorance, in order to hxmt trite truth in 
couples with them, and detect, by joint experiment, 
that rainbows cannot, or else will not, be walked into, 
nor Jack-o^-lantem be gathered like a cowslip; and 
that, dissect we the vocal dog -^— its hair is like a 
lamb*s — never so skilfully, no fragment of palpable 
bark, no sediment of tangible squeak, remains inside 
him to bless the inquisitive litde operator, &c. &c. 
When they advanced from these elementary branches 
to Languages, History, Tapestry, and "What Not," 
she managed still to keep by their side, learning with 
them, not just hearing them lessons down from the 
top of a high tower of maternity. She never checked 
their curiosity; but made herself share it; never gave 
them, as so many parents do, a white-lying answer; 
wooed their affections with subtle though innocent 
art; thawed their reserve, obtained their love, and 
retained their respect. Briefly, a female Chesterfield; 
her husband^s lover after marriage; though not 
before; and the mild monitress, the elder sister, the 
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&Yoiiiite companion aad bosom friend of both her 
children. 

They were remarkably dissimilar; aad, perhaps 
I may be allowed to prefiace the narrative of their 
adventores by a delineation; as in country churches 
an individual pipes the key-note, and the tune comes 
raging after. 

Edward, then, had a great calm eye, that was 
always looking folk full in the face, mildly; his 
countenance comely and manly, but no more; too 
square for Apollo; but suf&ced for John Bull. His 
figure it was that charmed the curious observer of male 
beauly. He was five feet ten; had square shoulders, 
a deep chest, masculine flank, small foot, high instep. 
To crown aU this, a head, overflowed by ripples of 
dark brown hair, sat with heroic grace upon his solid 
white throat, like some glossy falcon new lighted on a 
Parian column. 

This young gentleman had decided qualities, posi- 
tive and negative. He could walk up to a five-barred 
gate, and dear it, alighting on tiie other side like a 
fallen feather; could row all day, and tiien dance all 
night; could fling a cricket-ball a hundred and six 
yards; had a lathe and a tool-box, and would make 
you in a trice a chair, a table, a doll, a nutcracker, or 
any other movable, useful, or the very reverse. And 
could not learn his lessons, to save his life. 

His sister Julia was not so easy to describe. Her 
figure was tall, lithe, and serpentine; her hair the 
colour of a horse-chesnut fresh from its pod; her ears 
tiny and shell-like, her eyelashes long and silky; her 
mouth small when grave, large when smiling; her eyes 
pure hazel by day, and tinged with a, littie violet by 

1* 
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4 HABD OASH. 

night But in jotting down these details, trae as they 
are', I seem to myself to be painting fire, with a little 
snow and saffiron mixed on a marble pallet. There is 
a beauty too spiritual to be chained in a string of 
items; and Julia's fair features were but the china 
vessel that brimmed over with the higher loveliness of 
her soul. Her essential charm was, what shall I say? 
Transparence. 

"You would have said her very body thought.^ 

Modesty, Intelligence, and, above all, Enthusiasm, 
shone through her, and out of her, and made her an 
airy, fiery, household joy*^ Briefly, an incarnate sun- 
beam. 

This one could learn her lessons with unreasonable 
rapidity, and until Edward went to Eton, would insist 
upon learning his into the bargain, partly with the 
fond notion of coaxing him on; as the company of a 
swift horse incites a slow one; partly because she was 
determined to share his every trouble, if she could not 
remove it. A little choleric, and indeed downright 
prone to that more generous indignation which fires at 
the wrongs of oilers. When heated wil^ emotion, or 
sentiment, she lowered her voice, instead of raising it 
like the rest of us: she called^ her mol^er "Lady 
Placid," and her brother "Sir Imperturbable." And so 
much for outlines. 

Mrs. Dodd laid aside her personal ambition wil^ 
her maiden name; but she looked high for her chil- 
dren. Perhaps she was all the more ambitious for 
them, that they had no rival aspirant in Mrs. Dodd. 
She educated Julia herself from first to last: but with 
true feminine distrust of her power to mould a lordling 
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of creation y she sent Edward to Eton, at nine. Thia 
was slackening her tortoise; for at Eton is no female 
master, to coax dry knowledge into a slow head. 
However, he made good progress in two branches — 
aquatics and cricket. 

After Eton came the choice of a profession. His 
mother recognized but four; and these h^r discreet 
ambition speedily sifted down to two. For military 
heroes are shot now and then, however pacific the 
centoiy; and naval ones drowned. She would never 
expose her Edward to this class of accidents. Glory 
by all means; glory by the pail; but safe glory, please; 
or she would none of it Eemained the church and 
the bar: and, within these reasonable limits, she left 
her dear boy free as air; and not even hurried; there 
was plenty of time to choose: he must pass ijirough 
the university to either. This last essential had been 
settled about a twelvemonth, and the very day for his 
going to Oxford was at hand, when one morning Mr. 
Edward formally cleared his throat: it was an unusual 
act, and drew l^e ladies^ eyes upon him. He followed 
the solemnity up by delivering calmly and ponderously 
a connected discourse, which astonished ^em by its 
length and purport. , ^^Mamma, dear, let us look the 
thing in the face.^' (This was his favourite expression, 
as well as habit.) "I have been thinking it quietly 
over for the last six months. Why send me to the 
university? I shall be out of place there. It will cost 
you a lot of money, and no good. Now, you take a 
fool's advice! Don't you waste your money and papa's, 
sending a dull fellow like me to Oxford! I did bad 
enough at Eton. Make me an engineer, or something. 
If you were not so fond of me, and I of you, Td say 
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6 HABD CASH. 

send me to Canada, with a pickaxe; you know Tve 
got no headpiece/* 

Mrs. Dodd had sat aghast, casting Edward depre- 
cating looks at the close of each ponderous sentence, 
but too polite to interrupt a soul, even a son talking 
nonsense. She now assured him she could afford very 
well to send him to Oxford, and begged leave to re- 
mind him that he was too good and too sensible to run 
up bills there, like the young men who did not really 
love their parents. "Then, as for learning, why we 
must be reasonable in our turn. Do the best you can, 
love. We know you have no great turn for the clas- 
sics; we do not expect you to take high honours like 
young Mr.Hardie; besides, that might make your head 
ache: he has sad headaches his sister told Julia. But, 
my dear, a university education is indispensable; do 
but see how the signs of it follow a gentleman through 
life, to say nothing of the valuable ac<][uaintances and 
lasting friendships he makes there: even tiiose few distin- 
guished persons who have risen in the world without 
it, have openly regretted the want, and have sent their 
children: and that says volumes to me.*' 

"Why, Edward, it is the hall-mark of a gentle- 
man," said Julia, eagerly. Mrs. Dodd caught a flash 
of her daughter: "And my silver shall never be 
without it," said she, warmly. She added presently, 
in her usual placid tone, "I beg your pardon, my 
dears, I ought to have said my gold." With this she 
kissed Edward tenderly on the brow, and drew an 
embrace and a little grunt of resignation from him. 
"Take the dear boy and show him our purchases, 
love!" said Mrs. Dodd, with a little gentle accent of 
half reproach, scarce perceptible to a male ear. 
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''Oh, yes:" and Julia rose and tripped to the door. 
There she stood a moment, half tamed, with arching 
neck, colouring with innocent pleasure. ''Come, dar- 
ling. Oh, you good-for-nothing thing." 

The pair found a little room hard hy, paved with 
china, crockery, glass, baths, kettles, &c. 

'^ There, sir. . Look them in the face and us, if 
you can." 

"Well, you know, I had no idea you had been 
and bought a cart-load of things for Oxford." His eye 
brightened; he whipped out a two-foot rule, and began 
to calculate the cubic contents. "1*11 turn to and make 
the cases, Ju." 

The ladies had their way; the cases were made 
and despatched; and one morning the Bus came for 
Edward , and stopped at the gate of Albion Villa. At 
this sight mother and daughter both turned their heads 
quickly away by one independent impulse, and set a 
bad example. Apparently neither of them had cal- 
culated on this paltry little detail; they were game for 
theoretical departures; to impalpable universities: and 
"an air-drawn Bus, a Bus of the mind," would not 
have dejected for> a moment their lofty Spartan souls 
on glory bent; safe glory. But here was a Bus of 
wood, and Edward going bodily away inside it The 
victim kissed them, threw up his portmanteau and bag, 
and^ departed serene as Italian skies; the victors 
watched the pitiless Bus q^uite out of sight; then went 
up to his bedroom, all disordered by packing, and, on 
the very face of it, vacant; and sat down on his little 
bed intertwining and weeping. 

Edward was received at Exetmr College, as young 
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gendemenare reeeiyed at college; and nowhere else, 
I hope, for the credit of Ghristendom. They showed 
him a hole in the roof, and called it an ^^ Attic;" grim 
pleasantry! being a puncture in the modem Athens. 
They inserted him; told him what hour at the top of 
the morning he most be in chapel; and left him to 
find out his other ills. His cases were welcomed like 
Christians, by the whole staircase. These under- 
graduates abused one another^s crockery as their own: 
^e joint stock of breakables had just dwindled very low, 
and Mrs. Dodd^s bountiful contribution was a godsend. 
The new comer soon found that his views of a 
learned university had been narrow. Out of place in 
it? why, he could not have taken his wares to a better 
market; the modem Athens, like the ancient, cultivates 
muscle as well as mind. The captain of the university 
eleven saw a cricket-ball thrown all across the ground; 
he instantly sent a professional bowler to find out who 
that was; through the same ambassador the thrower 
was invited to play on club days; and proving himself 
an infallible catch and long stop, a mighty thrower, a 
swift runner, and a steady, though not very brilliant, 
bat, he was, after one or two repulses, actually adopted 
into the university eleven. He communicated this ray 
of glory by letter to his mother and sister with genuine 
delight, coldly and clumsily expressed; they replied 
with feigned and fluent rapture. Advancing steadily 
in that line of academic study, towards which his 
genius lay, he won a hurdle race, and sent home a 
little silver hurdle: and soon after brought a pewter 
pot, with a Latin inscription recording the victory at 
"Fives" of Edward Dodd: but not too arrogantly; 
for in the centre of the pot was this device, "'Cfit 
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lorn l)Bi m; iCtmUmttfom" The Chirate of SancEPord, who 
palled number six in the Exeter boat, left; Sandford 
for Witney: on this he felt he conld no longer do his 
college justice by water, and his parish by land, nor 
escape the change of pluralism, preaching at Witney 
and rowing at Oxford. He fluctuated, sighed, kept his 
Witney, and laid down his oar. Then Edward was 
solemnly weighed in his Jersey and flannel trousers by 
the crew, and proving only eleven stone eight, whereas 
he had been nngenerously suspected of twelve stone, 
was elected to the vacant oar by acclamation. He was 
a picture in a boat; and oh!!! well pulled, six!! was a 
hearty ejaculation constantly hurled at him from the 
bank by many men of other colleges, and even by the 
more genial among the cads, as the Exeter glided at 
ease down the river, or shot up it in a race. 

He was now as much talked of in the University 
as any man of his college, except one. Singularly 
enough that one was his townsman; but no friend of 
his; he was much Edward^s senior in standing, though 
not in age; and this is a barrier the junior must not 
step over — without direct encouragement — at Ox- 
ford. Moreover, the college was a hvge one, and some 
of *^the sets" very exclusive: young Hardie was Doge 
of a studious clique; and carei^ to make it understood 
that he was a reading man who boated and cricketed, 
to avoid the fatigue of lounging; not a boatman or 
cricketer who strayed into Aristotle in the intervals of 
Perspiration. 

His public running since he left Harrow was as 
follows; the prize poem in his fourth term; the sculls 
in his sixth; the ]l^land scholarship in his eighth (he 
polled second for it the year before); Stroke of the 

Digitized byLjOOQlC 



10 HARD CASH. 

Exeter in his tenth; and reckoned snre of a first class 
to consommate his twofold career. 

To this young Apollo, crowned with variegated 
lanrel, Edward looked up firom a distance. The briUiant 
creature never bestowed a word on him by land; and 
by water only such observations as the following; 
"Time, Six!" "WeU puUed, Six!" " Very weU puDed, 
Six!" Except, by-the-by, one race; when he swore at 
him like a trooper for not being quicker at starting. 
The excitement of nearly being bumped by Brasenose 
in the first hundred yards was an excuse; however, 
Hardie apologized as they were dressing in the barge 
after the race: but the apology was so i^tiff, it did not 
pave the way to an acquaintance. 

Young Hardie, rising twenty-one, thought nothing 
human worthy of reverence, but Intellect Invited to 
dinner, on the same day, with the Emperor of Eussia, 
and with Voltaire, and wil^ meek St. John, he would 
certainly have told the coachman to put hiip down at 
Voltaire. 

His quick eye detected Edward's character; but 
was not attracted by it: says he to one of his ad- 
herents, "What a good-natured spoon that Dodd is; 
Phoebus, what a name!^' Edward, on the other hand, 
praised this brilliant in all his letters, and recorded 
his triumphs and such of his witty sayings as leaked 
through his own set, to reinvigorate mankind. This 
roused Julia's ire. It smouldered through three letters: 
but burst out when there was no letter, but Mrs. Dodd, 
meaning. Heaven knows, no harm, happened to say 
meekly, k propos of Edward, "You know, love, we 
cannot all be young Hardies." "No, and thank Heaven," 
said Julia, defiantly. "Yes, mamma," she continued^ 
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in answer to Mrs. Dodd^s eyebrow, wHch had eiured; 
"jonr mild glance reads my sool; I detest that boy.** 
DCrs. Dodd omiled. '^Are you sore you know what the 
word * detest* means? and what has young Mr. Hardie 
done, that yon should bestow so violent a sentiment on 
him?" 

'^Mamma, I am Edward*s sister,** was the tragic 
reply; then, kicking ofF the bnskin pretty nimbly, 
"i^ere! he beats our boy at everything, and ours sits 
quietly down and admires him for it: oh! how can a 
man let anybody or anything beat him? I wouldn*t, 
without a desperate struggle.'* She clenched her white 
teeth and imagined the struggle. To be sure, she 
owned she had never seen this Mr. Hardie, but after 
all it was only Jane Hardie*s brother, as Edward was 
hers; "and would I sit down and let Jane beat me at 
things? never! never! never! I couldnV 

"Your friend to the death, dear; was not that your 
expression?*' 

"Oh, that was a slip of the tongue, dear mamma; 
I was off my guard. I generally am, by the way. 
But now I am on it, and propose an amendment 
Now I second it Now I carry it" 

"And now let me hear it" 

"She is my firiend till death — or Eclipse; and 
that means until she eclipses me, of course. But she 
added sofUy, and with sudden gravity: "Ah! Jane 
Hardie has a fault which will always prevent her 
from eclipsing your humble servant in this wicked 
world." 

"What is that?" 

"She is too good. Much." 

"Par exemple!" 
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"Too religions." 

^^Oh, that is another matter." 

"For shame, mammal I am glad to hear it: for, 
I scorn a life of frivolity; hnt then, again, I should 
not like to give up everything, yon know." Mrs. Dodd 
looked a little staggered too, at so vast a scheme of 
capitulation. But "everything" was soon explained 
to mean halls, concerts, dinner-parties in general, tea- 
parties without exposition of Scripture, races and 
operas, cards, charades, and whatever else amuses 
society without perceptibly sanctifying it All these, 
by Julians account. Miss Hardie had renounced, and 
was now denouncing (with the young the latter verb 
treads on the very heels of the former). "And, you 
know, she is a district visitor." 

This climax delivered, Julia stopped short, and 
awaited the result 

Mrs. Dodd heard it all with quiet disapproval and 
cool incredulity. She had seen so many young ladies 
healed of so many yoimg enthusiasms, by a wedding 
rmg. But, while she was searching diligently in her 
mine of ladylike English — mine wi^ plenty of 
water in it, begging her pardon — for expressions to 
convey inoffensively, and roundabout, her conviction 
that Miss Hardie was a little, furious, simpleton, the 
post came and swept the subject away in a moment 

Two letters; one from Gidcutta, one ^m Oxford. 

They came quietly in upon one salver, and were 
opened and read with pleasurable iaterest, but without 
surprise, or misgiving; and without the slightest fore- 
taste of their grave and singular consequences. 

Eivers deep and broad start fiiom such little 
springs. 
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David's letter was of nniisnal length for him. 
The maiiL topics were, first, the date and manner of 
his return home. His ship, a veiy old one, had been 
condemned in port: and he was to sail a fine new 
teak-built vessel, the ^Agra,' as far as the Cape; 
where her captain, just recovered from a severe ill- 
ness, would come on board, and convey her and him 
to England. In future, Dodd was to command one 
of the Company's large steamers to Alexandria and 
hack. 

"It is rather a come-down for a sailor, to ga 
Btndght ahead like a wheel-barrow, in aU weathers, 
with a steam-pot and a crew of coalheavers. But then 
I shall not be parted from my sweetheart such long 
dreary spells as I have been this twenty years, my 
dear love: so is it for me to complain?" 

The second topic was pecuniary: the transfer of 
their savings from India, where interest was higher 
than at home, but the capital not so secure. 

And the third was ardent and tender expressions 
of affection for the wife and children he adored. These 
effusions of the heart had no separate place, except in 
my somewhat arbitrary analysis of the honest sailor's 
letter; they were the under-current 

Mrs. Dodd read part of it out to Julia; in fact, all 
bttt the money matter: that concerned the heads of 
the family more immediately; and Cash was a topic 
her daughter did not undisrstand, nor care about. Aiid 
when lAis. Dodd had read it with glistening eyes, she 
kissed it tenderly, and read it all over again to her- 
self, and then put into her bosom as naively as a 
milkmaid in love. 
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Edward^s letter was short enough, and Mrs. Dodd 
allowed Julia to read it to her, which she did with 
panting hreath, and glowing cheeks, and a ronning 
fire of comments. 

^^'Dear Mamma, I hope you and Jn are quite 
weU '" 

" Ju," murmured Mrs. Dodd, plaintively. 

*'*And that there is good news ahout papa coming 
home. As for me, I have plenty on my hands just 
now; all this term I have heen' (* training' scratched 
out, and another word put in: c-r — oh, I know) 
* cramming.'" 

"Cramming, love?" 

"Yes, that is the Oxfordish for studying." 

"'— For smalls.'" 

Mrs. Dodd contrived to sigh interrogatively. Julia, 
who understood her every accent, reminded her that 
"smalls" was the new word for "little go." 

"* — Cramming for smaJls; and now I am in two 
races at Henley, and that rather puts the snafEe on 
reading and gooseherry pie' (Groodness me), ^and adds 
to my chance of being ploughed for smalls.'" 

"What does it all mean?" inquired mamma, 
"'gooseberry pie?' and *the snaffle?' and 'ploughed?'" 

"Well, the gooseberry pie is really too deep for 
me: but ploughed is the new Oxfordish for 'plucked.' 
O mamma, have you forgotten that? Plucked was 
vulgar, so now they are ploughed. ' — For smalls; 
but I hope I shall not be, to vex you and puss.'" 

. "Heaven forbid he should be so disgraced! But 
what has the cat to do with it?" 
. "Nothing on earth. Puss? that is me. How dare 
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lie? Did I not forbid all these nicknames and all this 
Qxfordish, by proclamation, last Long." 

"Last Long?" 

"Hem! last protracted vacation. 

"' — Dear mamma, sometimes I cannot help being 
down in the mouth' (why, it is a string of pearls) ^to 
think you have not got a son like Hardie.'" At this 
imfortonate reflection it was Julia's turn to suffer. She 
deposited the letter in her lap, and flred up. ''Now, 
have not I cause to hate, and scorn, and despise, le 
petit Hardie?" 

"Julia!" 

"I mean to dislike with propriety, and gently to 
— abominate — Mr. Hardie junior. 

"' — Dear mamma, do come to Henley on the 
tenth, you and Ju. The university eights inQ. not be 
there, but the head boats of the 0:dbrd and Cam- 
bridge river will; and the Oxford head boat is Exeter, 
you know, and I pull Six.'" 

"Then I am truly sorry to hear it; my poor child 
will overtask his strength; and how iinfair of the other 
young gentlemen; it seems ungenerous; unreasonable." 

"* — And I am entered for the sculls as well, and if 
you and "the Impetuosity"' (Vengeance!) *were look- 
ing on from the bank, I do think I should be lucky , 
thb time. Henley is a long way from Barkington^ \ 
but it is a pretty place; all the ladies admire it, and -^ 
like to see bodi the universities out and a stunning : , 
race.' "Oh, well, there is an epithet One would » * 
think thunder was going to race lightning, instead of 
Oxford Cambridge. 

"* — If you can come, please write, and I will get 
you nice lodgings; I Avill not let you go to a noisy 
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iiUL Love to Julia and no end of kisses to my pretty 
maninuL 

"*From your affectionate Son, 

"*Edwabd Dodd.'" 

They wrote off a cordial asdent, and* reached 
Henley in time to see the dullest town in Europe ^ and 
also to see it turn one of the gayest in an hour or 
two; so impetuously came both the uniyersities pour- 
ing into it — in all known vehicles that could go 
their pace — by land and water. 



CHAPTER I. 

It was a bright hot day in June. Mrs. Dodd and 
Julia sat half reclining, with their parasols up, in an 
open carriage, by the brink of the Thames at one of 
its loveliest bends. 

About a furlong up stream a silvery stone bridge, 
just mellowed by time, spanned the river with many 
fair arches. Through these the coming river peeped 
sparkling a long way above, then came meandering 
and shining down; loitered cool and sombre under the 
dark vaults, then glistened on again crookedly to the 
spot where sat its two fairest visitors that day; but at 
that very point flimg off its serpentine habits; and shot 
straight away in a broad stream of scintillating water 
a mile long, down to an island in mid-stream; a little 
fairy island with old trees and a white temple. To 
curl round this fairy isle the broad current parted, and 
both silver streams turned purple in the shade of the 
groye; then winded and melted &om the sight. 
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This noble and rare passage of the silvery Thames 
was the Henley race-course. The starting place was 
down at the island, and the goal was np at a point in 
the river below the bridge, but above die bend where 
Mrs. Dodd and Julia sat, unruffled by the racing, and 
enjoying luxuriously the glorious stream, the mellow 
bridge crowded with carriages — whose fair occupants 
stretched a broad band of bright colour above the dark 
figures clustering on the battlements — and the green 
meadows opposite with the motley crowd streaming up 
and down. 

Nor was that sense, which seems especially keen 
and delicate in women, left unregaled in the general 
bounty of the time. The green meadows on the oppo- 
site bank, and the gardens at the back of our fair 
£riends, flung their sweet fresh odours at their liquid 
benefactor gliding by; and the sun himself seemed to 
bum perfumes, and the air to scatter them, over the 
motley merry crowd, that bright, hot, smiling, airy day 
in June. 

Thus tuned to gentle enjoyment, the fair mother 
and her lovely daughter leaned back in a delicious 
languor proper to their sex, and eyed with unflagging 
though demure, interest, and frirtive curiosity, the 
wealth of youth, beauty, stature, agility, gaiety, and 
good temper, the two great universities had poured out 
upon those obscure bimks; all dressed in neat but easy 
fitting clothes, cut in the height of the fashion; or else 
in Jerseys; white or striped, and flannel trousers, and 
straw hats, or cloth caps of bright and various hues; 
betting, strolling, laughing, chaffing, larking, and 
whirling stunted bludgeons at Aunt Sally. 

But as for the sport itself they were there to see. 

Bard Ca$h. L 2 
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the centre of all these bright accessories, "The Racing," 
my ladies did not understand it, nor try, nor care a 
hook-and-eye about it. But this mild dignified indif- 
ference to the main event received a shock at two p.m.: 
for then the first heat for the cup came on, and Edward 
was in it. So then racing became all in a moment a 
most interesting pastime; an appendage to Loving. 
He left to join his crew. And, soon after, the Exeter 
glided down the river before their eyes, with the be- 
loved one rowing quietly in it: his Jersey revealed not 
only the working power of his arms, as sunburnt be- 
low the elbow as a gipsey's, and as corded above as a 
blacksmith's, but also the play of the great muscles 
across his broad and deeply indented chest: his oar 
entered the water smoothly, gripped it severely, then 
came out clean, and feathered clear and tunably on 
the ringing rowlock: the boat jumped and then glided, 
at each neat, easy, powerful stroke. "Oh, how beauti- 
ful and strong he is," cried Julia. "I had no idea." 

Presently the competitor for this heat came down, 
the Cambridge boat, rowed by a fine crew in broad 
striped Jerseys. "Oh, dear!" said Julia, "they are 
odious and strong in this boat too. I wish I was in 
it — with a gimlet; he shoictd win, poor boy." 

Which corkscrew staircase to Honour being inac- 
cessible, the race had to be decided by two unfeminine 
trifles called "Speed" and "Bottom." 

Few things in this vale of tears are more worthy 
a pen of fire than an English boat-race is, as seen by 
the runners; of whom I have qften been one. But 
this race I am bound to indicate, not describe; I mean, 
to show how it appeared to two ladies seated on the 
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Henley side of the Thames, nearly opposite the win- 
ning-post These Mr novices then looked all down 
the river, and conld just discern two whitish streaks 
on the water, one on each side the little fairy isle; 
and a great hlack patch on the Berkshire bank. The 
threatening streaks were the two racing boats: the 
black patdi was about a hundred Cambridge and Ox- 
ford men, ready to run and hallo with the boats all 
the way, or at least till the last puff of wind should 
be run plus halloed out of their young bodies. Others 
less fleet and enduring, but equally clamorous, stood 
in knots at various distances, ripe for a shorter yell 
and run when the boats should come up to them. Of 
the natives and coimtry visitors, those, who were not 
nailed down by bounteous Fate, ebbed and flowed up 
and down the bank with no settled idea, but of getting 
in the way as much as possible, and of getting knocked 
into the Thames as little as might be. 

There was a long uneasy suspense. 

At last a puff of smoke issued from a pistol down 
at the island; two oars seemed to splash into the water 
from each white streak; and the black patch was 
moving; so were the threatening streaks. Presently 
was heard a faint, continuous, distant murmur, and the 
streaks began to get larger, and larger, and larger; 
and the eight splashing oars looked four instead of 
two. 

Every head was now turned down the river. 
Groups hung craning over it like nodding bulrushes. 

Next the runners were swelled by the stragglers 
they picked up; so were their voices; and on came 
the splashing oars and roaring lungs. 

Now the colours of the racing Jerseys peeped dis? 

2* 
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tinci The oarsmen^s heads and bodies came swin^ 
ing back like one, and the oars seemed to lash the 
water sayagely, like a connected row of swords, and 
the spray squirted at each vicious stroke. The boats 
leaped and darted side by side, and, looking at them 
in front, Julia could not say which was ahead. On 
they came nearer and nearer, with hundreds of voices 
vociferating, "Go it Cambridgel" "Well pulled Ox- 
ford!" "You are gaining, hurrahr' "Well pulled 
Trinilyl" "Hurrahl" "OxfordI" "Cambridge!" "Now 
Ab your time, Hardie; pick her up!" "Oh, well pulled. 
Six!" "WeU pulled. Stroke!" "Up, up! lift her a 
bit!" "Cambridgel" "Oxford!" "Hurrah!" 

At this Julia turned red and pale by turns. "Oh, 
mamma!" said she, clasping her hands and colouring 
high, "would it be very wrong if I was to pray for 
Oxford to win?" 

Mrs. Dodd had a monitory finger; it was on her 
left hand; she raised it; and, that moment, as if she 
had given a signal, the boats, foreshortened no longer, 
shot out to treble the length they had looked hithertOi 
and came broadside past our palpitating fair, the 
elastic rowers stretched like greyhounds in a chase, 
darting forward at each stroke so boldly they seemed 
flying out of the boats, and surging back as superbly, 
an eightfold human wave: their nostrils all open, the 
lips of some pale and glutinous; their white teeth all 
clenched grindy, their young eyes all glowing, their 
supple bodies swelling, the muscles writhing beneath 
their Jerseys, and the sinews starting on each bare 
brown arm; their little shrill coxswains shouting im- 
periously at the young giants, and working to and fro 
with them, like jockeys at a finish; nine souls and 

Digitized byLjOOQlC 



HAED CASH. 21 

bodies flimg whole into each magnificent effort; water 
foaming and flying, rowlocks ringing, crowd running, 
tumbling, and howling like mad; and Cambridge a 
boat's nose ahead. 

They had scarcely passed our two spectators, when 
Oxford put on a furious spurt, and got fuUy even with 
the leading boat There was a louder roar than ever 
from the bank. Cambridge spurted desperately in 
torn, and stole those few feet back; and so they went 
fighting every inch of water. Bang! A cannon on 
the bwk sent its smoke over both competitors; it dis- 
persed in a moment, and the boats were seen pulling 
slowly towards the bridge, Cambridge with four oars, 
Oxford with six, as if that gun had winged them 
both. 

The race was over. 

But who had won our party could not see, and 
must wait to learn. 



A youth, adorned with a blue land yellow rosette, 
cried out, in the hearing of Mrs. Dodd, ^^I say, they 
are properly pumped, both crews are:'' then, jumping 
on to a spoke of her carriage-wheel, with a slight 
apology, he announced that two or three were shut up 
in the Exeter. 

The exact meaning of these two verbs passive was 
not clear to Mrs. Dodd; but their intensity was: she 
fluttered, and wanted to go to her boy and nurse him, 
and turned two most imploring eyes on Julia, and 
Julia straightway kissed her with gentle vehemence, 
and offered to run and see. 
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^^What, amongst all those yotuig gentlemen, love? 
I fear that would not be proper. See, all the ladies 
remain apart** So they kept qniet and miserable after 
the manner of females. 

Meantime the Cantab's qnick eye had not deceived 
him; in each racing boat were two yonng gentlemen 
leaning collapsed over their oars; and two more, who 
were in a cloud, and not at all clear whether they 
were in this world still, or in their zeal had pulled 
into a better. But their malady was not a rare one in 
racing boats, and the remedy always at hand; it com- 
bined the rival systems; Thames was sprinkled in their 
faces — Homoeopathy: and brandy in a teaspoon 
trickled down their throats — Allopathy: youth and 
spirits soon did the rest; and, the moment their eyes 
opened, their mouths opened; and, the moment their 
mouths opened, they fell a chaffing. 

Mrs. Dodd's anxiety and Julians were relieved by 
the appearance of Mr. Edward, in a tweed shooting- 
jacket, sauntering down to them, hands in his pocket, 
and a cigar in his mouth, placidly unconscious of their 
solicitude on his account. He was received with a 
little guttural cry of delight; the misery they had been 
in about him was duly concealed firom him by both, 
and Julia asked him warmly who had won. 

"Oh, Cambridge." 

"Cambridge! Why, then you are beaten?" 

"Rather." (Puff.) 

"And you can come here with that horrible calm, 
and cigar, owning defeat, and puffing tranquillity, with 
the same mouth. Mamma, we are beaten. Beaten! 
actually." 

"Never mind," said Edward, kindly; "you have 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



HARD CASH. ' 23 

seen a capital race, the closest ever known on this 
river; and one side or other must lose." 

"And if they did not quite win, they very nearly 
did," observed Mrs. Dodd, composedly; then, with 
heartfelt content, **he is not hurt, and that is the main 
thing." 

"Well, my Lady Placid, and Mr. Imperturbable, I 
am glad neither of your equanimities is disturbed; but 
defeat is a Bitter Pill to me." 

Julia said this in her earnest voice, and drawing 
her scarf suddenly round her, so as almost to make it 
speak, digested her Bitter Pill in silence. During 
which process several Exeter men caught sight of 
Edward, and came round him, and an animated dis- 
cussion took place. They began with asking him how 
it had happened, and, as he never spoke in a hurry, 
supplied him with the answers. A stretcher had broken 
in the Exeter. No, but the Cambridge was a much 
better built boat, and her bottom cleaner. The bow 
oar of the Exeter was ill, and not fit for work. Each 
of these solutions waff advanced and combated in turn, 
and then all together. At last the Babel lulled, and 
Edward was once more appealed to. 

"Well, I will tell you the real truth," said he, 
"how it happened." (Puff.) 

There was a pause of expectation, for the young 
man's tone was that of conviction, knowledge, and 
authority. 

"The Cambridge men pulled faster than we did." 

(Piiff.) 

The hearers stared and then laughed. 
"Come, old fellows," said Edward, "never win a 
boat-race on dry land! That is such a plain thing to 
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do: gives the other side the laugh as well as the race. 
I have heard a stretcher or two told, but I saw none 
broken. (Puff.) Their boat is the worst X over saw, 
it dips every stroke. (Puff.) Their strength lies in 
the crew. It was a good race and a fair one. Cam- 
bridge got a lead and kept it (Puff.) They beat us 
a yard or two at rowing; but hang it all, don^t let 
them beat us at telling the truth, not by an inch.^* 
(Pnff.) 

"All right, old fellow!" was now the cry. One 
observed, however, that Stroke did not take the matter 
so coolly as Six, for he had shed a tear getting out of 
the boat. 

"Shed a fiddlestick!'' squeaked a little sceptic. 

"No," said another, "he didn't quite shed it; his 
pride wouldn't let him." 

"So he decanted it, and put it by for supper," 
suggested Edward, and puffed. 

"None of your chaff, Six. He had a gulp or two, 
and swallowed the rest by main^force." 

"Don't you talk: you can swallow anything, it 
seems." (Puff.) 

"Well, I believe it," said one of Hardie's own set. 
"Dodd doesn't know him as we do. Taff Hardie can't 
bear to be beat." 

When tibey were gone, Mrs. Dodd observed, "Dear 
me! what if the young gentleman did cry a little, it 
was very excusable; after such great exertions it was 
disappointing, mortifying. I pity him for one, and 
wish he had his mother alive and here, to dry them."* 

"Mamma, it is you for reading us," cried Edward, 

* Oh where, and oh where, wa9 her Lindlej Murray gone? 
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slapping his thigh. ''Well, then, since yon can feel 
for a fellow, Hardie wcm a good deal cat np. Yon 
know the nnirersity was in a manner beaten, and he 
took the blame. He never cried; that was a cracker 
of those fellows. Bnt he did give one great sob, that 
was all, and hung his head on one side a moment. 
But then he fonght out of it directly, like a man, and 
there was an end of it, or ought to have been. Hang 
chatterboxes!" 

"And what did you say to console him, Edward?" 
inq^oired Julia warmly. 

"What! me? Console my senior, and my Stroke? 
No thank you." 

At this thunderbolt of etiquette both ladies kept 
their countenances — this was their muscular foat that 
day — and the racing for the sculls came on: six com- 
petitors — two Cambridge, three Oxford, one London. 
The three heats fonished but one good race, a sharp 
contest between a Cambridge man and Hardie, ending 
m favour of the latter; the Londoner walked away 
firom his opponent Sir Imperturbable^s competitor 
was impetuous, and ran into him in the first hundred 
yards; Sir L consenting calmly. The umpire, appealed 
to on the spot, decided that it was a foul, Mr. Dodd 
being in his own water. He walked over the course, 
and explained the matter to his sister, who delivered 
her mind thus: 

"Oh! if races are to be won by going slower than 
the other, we may shine yet: on/y, I call it Cheating, 
not Bacing." 

He smiled unmoved; she gave her scarf the irony 
twisti and they all went to dhmer. The business re- 
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commenced with a race between a London boat and 
the winner of yesterday's heat, Cambridge. Here the 
truth of Edward's remark appeared. The Cambridge 
boat was too light for the men, and kept burying her 
nose; the London craft, under a heavy crew, floated 
like a cork. The Londoners soon foumi out their ad- 
vantage^ and, oyerrating it, steered into their op- 
ponents' water prematurely, in spite of a warning voice 
from the bank. Cambridge saw, and cracked on for a 
foul; and for about a minute it was anybody's race. 
But the Londoners pulled gallantly, and just scraped 
clear ahead. This peril escaped, they kept their 
backs straight and a clear lead to the finish; Cam- 
bridge followed a few feet in their wake, pulling 
wonderfully fast to the end, but a trifle out of form, 
and much distressed. 

At this both universities looked blue, their humble 
aspiration being, first to beat off all the external world, 
and then tackle each other for the prize. 

Just before Edward left his friends for **the 
sculls," the final heat, a note was brought to him. 
He ran his eye over it, and threw it open into his 
sister's lap. The ladies read it. Its writer had won 
a prize poem, and so now is our time to get a hint for 
composition: 



, "Dear Sir, 

^'Oxford must win something. Suppose we go in 
for these sculls. You are a horse ^at can stay; 
BUcock is hot for the lead at starting, I hear; so I 
^ea.n to work him out of wind; then you can wait on 

and pick up the race. My head is not well enough 
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to^y to win, but I am good to pump the Cockney; 
he is quick, but a little stide. 

"Yours truly, 

"Alprfd Hardie." 

Mrs. Dodd remarked that the language was sadly 
figurative; but she hoped Edward might be successful 
in spite of his correspondent's style. 

Julia said she did not dare hope it "The race is 
not always to the slowest and the dearest." This was 
in allusion to yesterday's "foul." 

The skifEs started down at the island, and, as they 
were longer coming up than the eight-oars, she was in 
a fever for nearly ten minutes; at last, near the op- 
posite bank, up came the two leading skiffs struggling, 
both men visibly exhausted; Silcock ahead, but his 
rudder overlapped by Hardie's bow; each in his own 
water. 

"We are third," sighed Julia, and turned her head 
away from the river sorrowfully; but only for a mo- 
m^it, for she felt Mrs. Dodd start and press her arm; 
and lo! Edward's skiff was shooting swiftly across 
from their side of the river. He was pulHng just 
within himself, in beautiful form, and with far more 
elasticity than the other two had got left. As he 
passed his mother and sister, his eyes seemed to strike 
fire, and he laid out all his powers, and went at the 
leading skiffs hand over head. There was a yell of 
astonishment and delight from both sides of the Thames. 
He passed Hardie, who upon that relaxed his speed. 
In thirty seconds more he was even with Silcock; then 
came a keen struggle: but the new comer was "the 
horse that could stay:" he drew steadily aheady and 
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the stem of his boat was in a line with Silcock^s per-* 
son, when the gxm fired, and a fearfol roar from the 
bridge, the river, and the banks, announced that the 
favourite nniversity had picked up the sculls in the 
person of Dodd of Exeter. 

In due course he brought the little silver sculls, 
and pinned them on his mother. 

"While she and Julia were teUing him how proud 
they were, and how happy they should be, but for 
their fears that he would hurt himself, beating gen- 
tlemen ever so much older than himself, came two 
Exet^ men with wild looks hunting for him *^0h, 
Dodd! Hardie wants you directly." 

"Don't you go, Edward," wMspered Julia: "why 
should you be at Mr. Hardie's beck and call? I 
never heard of such a thing. That youth will make 
me hate him." 

"Oh, I think I had better just go and see what it 
is about," replied Edward: "I shall be back directly." 
And on this understanding he went off with the men. 

Half an hour passed; an hour: two hours; and he 
did not return. Mrs. Dodd and Julia sat wondering 
what had become of him, and were looking all around, 
and getting uneasy: when at last they did hear some- 
thing about him, but indirectly, and from an unex- 
pected quarter. A tall young man in a Jersey and 
flannel trousers, and a little straw hat, with a purple 
rosette, came away from the bustle to the more secluded 
part where they sat, and made eagerly for the Thames 
as if he was a duck, and going in. But at the brink 
he flung himself into a sitting posture, and dipped his 
white handkerchief into the stream, thai tied it viciously 
round his brow, doubled himself up with his head in 
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lus liaiids, and rocked himself like an old woman — 
minus the patience, of course. 

Mrs. Dodd and Julia, sitting but a few paces be* 
hind him, interchanged a look of intelligence. The 
young gentleman was a stranger: but they had re- 
cognised a faithful old acquaintance at the bottom of 
his pantomime. They discovered, too, that the af- 
flicted one was a personage: for he had not sat th^e 
long when quite a little band of men came affcar him. 
Observing his semicircularity and general condition, 
they hesitated a moment: and then one of them re- 
monstrated eagerly. ''For Heaven's sake come back 
to the boat! there is a crowd of all the colleges come 
round us; and they all say Oxford is being sold; we 
had a chance for the four-oared race, and you are 
throwing it away." 

"What do I care what they all say?" was the 
answer, delivered with a kind of plaintive snarl. 

"But we care." 

"Care then I I pity you." And he turned his back 
fiercely on them; and then groaned by way of half 
apology. Another tried him, "Come give us a civil 
answer, please." 

"People that intrude upon a man's privacy, racked 
with pain, have no right to demand civility," replied 
the sufferer more gently, but sullenly enough. 

"Do you call this privacy?" 

"It was, a minute ago. Do you think I left the 
boat, and came here, among the natives, for company? 
and noise? With my head splitting." 

Here Julia gave Mrs. Dodd as soft pinch, to which 
MiB. Dodd replied by a smile. And so they settled 
who diis petulant young invalid must be. 
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"There, it is no use," observed one, sotto voce, 
"the bloke really has awM headaches, like a girl, and 
then ho always shuts up this way. You will only rile 
him, and get the rough side of his tongue.'* 

Here, then, the conference drew towards a close» 
But a Wadham man, who was one of the ambassadors, 
interposed. "Stop a minute," said he. "Mr. Hardie, 
I have not the honour to be acquainted with you, and 
I am not here to annoy you, nor to be afl&onted by 
you. But the university has a stake in this race, and 
the university expostulates through us; through me if 
you like." 

"Who have I the honour, inquired Hardie, assum- 
ing politeness sudden and vast. 

"Badham, of Wadham." 

"Badham o' Wadham? Hear that, ye tunefal nineT 
Well Badham o' Wadham, you are no acquaintance of 
mine; so you may possibly not be a fool. Let us 
assume by way of hypothesis that you are a man of 
sense, a man of reason as well as of rhyme. Then 
follow my logic. Hardie of Exeter is a good man in 
a boat when he has not got a headache. 

"When he has got a headache, Hardie of Exeter 
is not worth a straw in a boat. 

"Hardie of Exeter has a headache now. 

"Ergo, the university would put the said Hardie 
into a race, headache and all, and reduce defeat to a 
certainty. 

"And, ergo, on the same premises, I, not being an 
egotbt, nor an ass, have taken Hardie of Exeter and 
his headache out of the boat, as I should have done 
any other cripple. 
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"Secondly, I have put the best man on the river 
into this cripple's place. 

"Total, I have given the university the benefit of 
my brains; and the university, not having brains 
enough to see what it gains by the exchange, turns 
again and rends me, like an animal frequently men- 
tioned in Scripture; but, nota bene, never once with 
approbation." 

And the afflicted Ehetorician attempted a diabolical 
grin, but failed signally; and groaned instead. 

"Is this your answer to the university, sir?" 

At this query, delivered in a somewhat threatening 
tone, the invalid sat up all in a moment, like a poked 
lion. "Oh, if Badham o' Wadham thinks to crush me 
auctoritate su4 et totius universitatis, Badham o' Wad- 
ham may just tell the whole university to go and be 
d — d, from the Chancellor down to the jimior cook at 
Skimmeiy Hall, with my compliments." 

"Ill-conditioned brute!" muttered Badham of 
Wadham. "Serve you right if the university were to 
chuck you into the Thames." And with this comment 
they left him to his ill temper. One remained; sat 
quietly down a little way oflF, struck a sweetly aromatic 
lucifer, and blew a noisome cloud; but the only one 
which betokens calm. 

As for Hardie, he held his aching head over his 
knees, absorbed in pain, and quite unconscious that 
sacred pity was poisoning the air beside him, and two 
pair of dovelike eyes resting on him with womanly 
concern. 

Mrs. Dodd and Julia had heard the greatest part 
of this colloquy. They had terribly quick ears; and 
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nothing better to do with ihem jost then. Indeed, their 
interest was excited. 

. Jnlia went so far as to put her salts into Mrs. 
Dodd's hand with a little earnest look. But Mrs. Dodd 
did not act upon the hint; she had learned who the 
young man was: had his veiy name been strange to 
her, she would have been more at her ease with him. 
Moreover, his rudeness to the other men repelled her 
a little; above all, he had uttered a monosyllable; and 
a stinger; a thorn of speech not in her vocabulary, nor 
even in society's. Those might be his manners, even 
when not aching. Still, it seems, a feather would have 
turned the scale in his favour, for she whispered, "I 
have a great mind; if I could but catch his eye." 

While feminine pity and social reserve were hold- 
ing the balance so nicely, and nonsensically^ about 
hidf a split straw, one of the racing four-oars went 
down close under the Berkshire bank. "London!" 
observed Hardie's adherent 

"What are you there, old fellow?" murmured 
Hardie, in a faint voice. "Now, that is like a friend, 
a real friend, to sit by me, and not make a row. 
Thank you! thank you!" 

Presently the Cambridge four-oar passed: it was 
speedily followed by the Oxford; the la^t came down 
in mid-stream, and Hardie eyed it keenly as it passed. 
"There," he cried, "was I wrong? There is a swing 
for you; there is a stroke. I <Ud not know what a 
treasure I had got sitting behind me." 

The ladies looked, and lol the lauded Stroke of the 
four-oar was their Edward. 

"Sing out and tell him it is not like the sculls. He 
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must fight for the lead, at starting, and hold it with 
his eyelids when he has got it'* 

The adherent bawled this at Edward, and Edward's 
reply came ringing back in a clear cheerful voice, "We 
mean to try all we know/' 

"What is the odds?" inquired the invalid, faintly. 

"Even on London; two to one against Cambridge; 
three to one against us." 

"Take all my tin and lay it on," sighed the 
sufferer. 

"Fork it out, then. Hallo! eighteen pounds? Fancy 
having eighteen pounds at the end of term; Til get the 
odds up at the bridge directly. Here's a lady offering 
you her smelling-bottle." 

Hardie rose and turned rpund, and sure enough 
there were two ladies seated in their carriage at some 
distance ; one of whom was holding him out three 
pretty little things enough, a little smile, a little blush, 
and a little cut-glass bottle with a gold cork. The last 
panegyric on Edward had turned the scale. 

Hardie went slowly up to the side of the carriage, 
and took off his hat to them with a half-bewildered air. 
Now that he was so near, his face showed very pale; 
the more so that his neck was a good deal tanned; his 
eyelids were rather swollen, and his young eyes troubled 
and almost filmy with the pain. The ladies saw, and 
their gentle bosoms were touched; they had heard of 
him as a victorious young Apollo trampling on all dif- 
ficulties of mind and body; and they saw him wan, 
and worn, with feminine suffering: the contrast made 
him doubly interesting. 

Arrived at the side of the carriage, he almost started 
at Julia's beauty. It was sun-like, and so were her two 
Bard C(uh. I, 9 
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lovely earnest eyes, beaming soft pity on him with an 
eloquence he had never seen In human eyes before; 
for Julians were mirrors of herself: they did nothing 
by halves. 

He looked at her and her mother, and blushed, 
and stood irresolute, awaiting their commands. This 
sudden contrast to his petulance with his own sex 
paved the way. "You have a sad headache, sir," said 
Mrs. Dodd; "oblige me by trying my salts." 

He thanked her in a low voice. 

"And mamma," inquired Julia, "ought he to sit 
in the sun?" 

"Certainly not. You had better sit there, sir, and 
profit by our shade and our parasols." 

"Yes, mamma, but you know the real place where 
he ought to be, is Bed." 

"Oh, pray don't say that," implored the patient. 

But Julia continued, with unabated severity, 

"And that is where he would go this minute, if I 
was his mamma." 

"Instead of his junior, and a stranger," said Mrs. 
Dodd, somewhat coldly, dwelling with a very slight 
monitory emphasis on the "stranger." 

Julia said nothing, but drew in perceptibly, and 
was dead silent ever after. 

"Oh, madam!" said Hardie, eagerly, "I do not 
dispute her authority; nor yours. You have a right to 
send me where you please, after your kindness in no- 
ticing my infernal head, and doing me the honour to 
speak to me, and lending me this. But if I go to bed, 
my head will be my master. Besides, I shall throw 
away what little chance I have of making your ac- 
quaintance; and the race just <5oming off!" 
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"We will not usurp authority, sir," said Mrs. Dodd, 
quietly; "but we know what a severe headache is, and 
should be glad to see you sit still in the shade, and 
excite yourself as little as possible." 

"Yes, madam," said l£e youth, humbly, and sat 
down like a lamb. He glanced now and then at the 
island, and now and then peered up at the radiant 
young mute beside him. 

The silence continued till it was broken by — a 
fish out of water. An under-graduate in spectacles 
came mooning along, all out of his element. It was 
Mr. Kennet, who used to rise at four every morning to 
his Plato, and walk up Shotover-hill every afternoon, 
wet or dry, to cool his eyes for his evening work. With 
what view he deviated to Henley has not yet been 
ascertained; he was blind as a bat, and did not care a 
button about any earthly boat-race, except the one in 
the-^Eneid, even if he could have seen one. However, 
nearly all the men of his college went to Henley, and 
perhaps some branch, hitherto unexplored, of animal 
magnetism, drew him after. At any rate, there was 
his body; and his mind at Oxford and Athens, and 
other venerable but irrelevant cities. He brightened 
at sight of his doge, and asked him warmly if he had 
heard the news. 

"No; what? Nothiog wrong, I hope?" 

"Why, two of our men are ploughed; that is all," 
said Kennet, affecting with withering irony to under- 
value his intelligence. 

"Confound it, Kennet, how you frightened me! I 
was afraid there was some screw loose with the crew." 

At this very instant, the smoke of the pistol was 
seen to puff out from the island, and Hardie rose to 

3* 
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his feet "They are off!" cried he to the ladies, and, 
after first patting his pabns together with a hTpocri- 
tical look of apology, he laid one hand on an old barge 
that was drawn up ashore, and sprang like a mountain 
goat on to the bow, lighting on the very gunwale. The 
position was not tenable an instant, but he extended 
one foot very nimbly and boldly, and planted it on 
the other gunwale; and there he was in a moment, 
headache and all, in an attitude as large and inspired as 
the boldest gesture antiquity has committed to marble; 
he had even the advantage in stature over most of the 
sculptured forms of Greece. But a double opera-glass 
at his eye "spoiled the lot," as Mr. Punch says. 

I am not to repeat the particulars of a distant race 
coming nearer and nearer. The main features are al- 
ways the same, only this time it was more exciting to 
our fair friends, on account of Edward's high stake in 
it. And then their grateful though refractory patient, 
an authority in their eyes, indeed all but a river-god, 
stood poised in air, and in excited whispers interpreted 
each £stant and unintelligible feature down to them: 

"Cambridge was off quickest" 

"But not much." 

"Anybody's race at present, madam." 

"If this lasts long we may win. None of them 
can stay like us." 

"Come, the favourite is not so very dangerous." 

"Cambridge looks best" 

"I wouldn't change with either, so far." 
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"Now, in forty seconds more, I shall be able to 
pick out tiie winner." 

Julia went up this ladder of thrills to a high state 
of excitement; and, indeed, they were all so timed to 
racing pitch, that some metal nerve or other seemed 
to jar inside all three, when the piercing grating voice 
of Kennet broke in suddenly with, 

"How do you construe youjtQifAagyog?^^ 

The wretch had burrowed in the intellectual ruins 
of Greece the moment the pistol went oflF, and college 
chat ceased. Hardie raised his opera-glass, and his 
first impulse was to brain the judicious Kennet, gazing 
up to him for an answer, with spectacles goggling like 
supernatural eyes of dead sophists in the sun. 

"How do you construe *Hoc age?* you incon- 
gruous dog! Hold your tongue, and mind the race." 

"There, I thought so! Where's your three to one, 
now? The Cockneys are out of this event, any way. 
Go on, Universities, and order their suppers!" 

"But, which is first, sir?" asked Julia, imploringly. 
"Oh, which is first of all?" 

"Neither. Never mind; it looks well. London is 
pumped; and if Cambridge can't lead him before this 
turn in the river, the race will be ours. Now, look 
out! By Jove, we are ahead T^ 

The leading boats came on, Oxford pulling a long, 
lofty, sturdy stroke, that seemed as if it never could 
compete with the quick action of its competitor. Yet 
it was undeniably ahead, and gaining at every swing. 

Young Hardie writhed on his percL He screeched 
at them across the Thames "Well pulled Stroke! Well 
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pulled all! Splendidly pulled, Dodd! You are walking 
away from them altogether! Hurrah! Oxford for ever, 
hurrah!" The gun went off over the heads of the Ox- 
ford crew in advance, and even Mrs. Dodd and Julia 
could see the race was theirs. 

"We have won at last!" cried Julia, all on fire, 
"and fairly; only think of that!" 

Hardie turned round, grateful to beauty for siding 
with his university. "Yes, and the fools may thank 
me; or rather my man, Dodd. Dodd for ever! Hurrah!" 

At this climax even Mrs. Dodd took a gentle share 
in the youthful enthusiasm that was boiling aronnd 
her, and her soft eyes sparkled, and she returned the 
fervid pressure of her daughter's hand; and both their 
faces were flushed with gratified pride and affection. 

"Dodd!" broke in "the incongruous dog," with a 
voice just like a saw's; "Doddl Ah, that's the man 
who is just ploughed for smalls." 

Ice has its thunderbolts. 



CHAPTER II. 

Winning boat-races was all very fine; but a hun- 
dred such victories could not compensate Mr. Kennet's 
female hearers for one such defeat as he had announced, 
a defeat that, to their minds, carried disgrace. Their 
Edward plucked! At first they were benumbed, and 
sat chilled, with red cheeks, bewildered between pre- 
sent triumph and mortification at hand. Then the 
colour ebbed out of their faces, and they encouraged 
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each other feebly in whispers, "Might it not be a 
mistake?" 

But unconscious Kennet robbed them of this timid 
hope. He was now in his element, knew all about it, 
rushed into details, and sawed away all doubt irom 
their minds. The sum was this. Dodd^s general per- 
formance was mediocre, but passable; he was plucked 
for his Logic. Hardie said he was very sorry for it. 
"What does it matter?" answered Kennet; "he is a 
boating-man." 

"Well, and I am a boating-man. Why you told 
me yourself, the other day, poor Dodd was anxious 
about it on account of his friends. And, by-the-by, 
that reminds me they say he has got two pretty sisters 
here." 

Says Kennet, briskly, "I'll go and tell him; I 
know him just to speak to." 

"What, doesn't he know?" 

"How can he know?" said Kennet, jealously; "the 
testamurs were only just out as I came away." And 
with this he started on his congenial errand. 

EUurdie took two or three of his long strides, and 
fairly collared him. "You will do nothing of the 
kmd." 

"What, not tell a man when he's ploughed? That 
is a good joke." 

"No. There's time enough. Tell him after chapel 
to-morrow, or in chapel if you must: but why poison 
his triumphal cup? And his sisters, too, why spoil their 
pleasure? Hang it all, not a word about 'ploughing' 
to any liying soul to-day." 

To his surprise, Kennet's face expressed no sym- 
pathy, nor even bare assent. At this Hardie lost 
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patience, and burst out impetnoosly, '^Take care how 
you refuse me; take care how jou thwart me in this. 
He is the best-natured fellow in college. It doesn^t 
matter to jou, and it does to him; and if you do^ then 
take my name o£P the list of your acquaintance, for TU 
never speak a word to you again in this world; no, not 
on my death-bed, by Heaven.*' 

The threat was extravagant; but Youth's glowing 
cheek, and eye, and imperious lip, and simple generosity, 
made it almost beautii^l. 

Kennet whined, "Oh, if you talk like that, there 
is an end to fair argument" 

*^End it then, and promise me: upon your honour!" 

"Why not? What bosh! There I promise. Now, 
how do you construe xvfMvoTrQuari^g?^^ 

The incongruous dog ("I thank thee Taff, for 
teaching me that word") put this query with the 
severity of an inquisitor bringing back a garrulous 
prisoner to the point Hardie replied gaily, "Any way 
you like, now you are a good fellow again." 

"Gome, that is evasive. My tutor says it cannot 
be rendered by any one English word; no more can 
youTtQifjiaQyogy 

"Why, what on earth can he know about English? 
• — ycujtQifnaQyog is a Cormorant: xvfAivoTiQiatfjg is a 
Skinflint; and your tutor is a Duffer. Hush! Keep 
dark now! here he comes." And he went hastily to 
meet Edward Dodd: and by that means intercepted 
him on his way to the carriage. "Give me your hand, 
Dodd," he cried; "you have saved the university. You 
must be stroke of the eight-oar after me. Let me sec 
more of you than I have, old fellow." 

"Wi^ all my heart," replied Edward, calmly, but 
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taking the offered hand cordially; though he rather 
wanted to get away to his mother and sister. "We 
will pull together, and read together into the hargain/' 
continued Hardie. 

"Eead together? You and I? What do you 
mean?" 

"Well, you see I am pretty well up in the higher 
books; what I have got to rub up is my Divinity and 
my Logic; especially my Logic. Will you grind Logic 
with me? Say 'Yes,' for I know you will keep your 
word." 

"It is too good an offer to refuse, Hardie; but now 
I look at you, you are excited: wonderfully excited 
with the race, eh? Now, just — you — wait — quietly 
— till next week, and then, if you are so soft as to 
ask me in cool blood " 

"Wait a week?" cried the impetuous youth. "No, 
not a minute. It is settled. There, we cram Logic 
together next term." 

And he shook Edward's hand again with glistening 
eyes and an emotion that was quite unintelligible to 
Edward; but not to the quick, sensitive spirits, who 
sat but fifteen yards off. 

"You really must excuse me just now," said 
Edward, and ran to the carriage, and put out both 
hands to the fair occupants. They kissed him eagerly, 
with little tender sighs; and it cost them no slight 
effort not to cry publicly over "the beloved," "the 
victorious," "the ploughed." 

Young Hardie stood petrified. What? These ladies 
Dodd's sisters I Why, one of them had called the other 
mamma. Good Heavens, all his talk in their hearing 
had been of Dodd; and Kennet and he between them 
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had let out the very thing he wanted to conceal^ 
especially from Dodd^s relations. He gazed at them, 
and tnmed hot to the very forehead. Then, not 
knowing what to do or say, and being after all bnt a 
clever boy, not a cool "never nnready" man of the 
world, he slipped away, blushing. Kennet followed, 
goggling. 

Left to herself, Mrs. Dodd would have broken the 
bad news to Edward at once, and taken the line of 
consoling him under her own vexation: it would not 
have been the first time that she had played that card. 
But young Mr. Hardie had said it would be unkind 
to poison Edward's day, and it is sweet woman's nature 
to follow suit; so she and Julia put bright faces on, 
and Edward passed a right jocund afternoon with them; 
he was not allowed to surprise one of the looks they 
interchanged to relieve their secret mortification. But, 
after dinner, as the time drew near for him to go back 
to Oxford, Mrs. Dodd became silent, and a little 
distraite; and at last drew her chair away to a small 
table, and wrote a letter. 

In directing it she turned it purposely,, so that 
Julia could catch the address: ^^Edward Doddj Esq.^ 
Exeter College^ Ox ford J"' 

Julia was naturally startled at first, andt her eye 
roved almost comically to and fro the letter and its 
Destination seated calm and unconscious of woman's 
beneficent wiles. But her heart soon divined the 
mystery; it was to reach him the first thing in the 
morning, and spare him the pain of writing the news 
to them; and, doubtless, so worded as not to leave him 
a day in doubt of their forgivetiess and sympathy. 
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Julia took the missive unobserved by the Destina- 
tion, and glided out of the room to get it quietly 
posted. 

The servant-girl was waiting on the second-floor 
lodgers, and told her so, with a significant addition, 
viz. that the post was in this street, and only a few 
doors off. Julia was a little surprised at her coolness, 
but took the hint with perfect good temper, and just 
put on her shawl and bonnet, and went with it herself. 
The post-office was not quite so near as represented; 
but she was soon there, for she was eager till she had 
posted it; but she came back slowly and thoughtfully: 
here in ilie street, lighted only by the moon, and an 
occasional gaslight, there was no need for self-restraint, 
and soon her mortification betrayed itself in her 
speaking countenance. And to think that her mother, 
on whom she doted, should have to write to her son, 
there present, and post the letter! This made her eyes 
fill, and before she reached the door of the lodging, 
they were brimming over* 

As she put her foot on the step, a timid voice 
addressed her in a low tone of supplication. "May I 
venture to speak one word to you, Miss Dodd? — one 
single word?" 

She looked up surprised; and it was young Mr. 
Hardia 

His tall figure was bending towards her submis- 
sively, and his face, as well as his utterance, betrayed 
considerable agitation. 

And what led to so unusual a rencontre between a 
young gentleman and lady who had never been in- 
troduced? 
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"The Tender Passion," says a reader of many 
novels. 

Why, yes; the tenderest in all our nature: 

Wounded Vanity. 

Naturally proud and sensitive, and inflated by suc- 
cess and flattery, Alfred Hardie had been torturing 
himself ever since he fled Edward's female relations. 
He was mortified to the core. He confounded "the 
fools" (his favourite synonym for his acquaintance) for 
going and calling Dodd's mother an elder sister, and 
so not giving him a chance to divine her. And then 
that he, who prided himself on his discrimination, 
should take them for ladies of rank, or, at all events, 
of the highest fashion; and, climax of humiliation, 
that so great a man as he should go and seem to court 
them by praising Dodd of Exeter, by enlarging upon 
Dodd of Exeter, by offering to grind Logic with Dodd 
of Exeter. Who would believe that this was a 
coincidence, a mere coincidence? They could not be 
expected to believe it; female vanity would not let 
them. He tingled, and was not far from hating the 
whole family: so bitter a thing is that which I have 
ventured to dub "the Tenderest Passion." He itched 
to soothe his irritation by explaining to Edward. Dodd 
was a frank, good-hearted fellow; he would listen to 
facts, and convince the ladies in turn. Hardie learned 
where Dodd's party lodged, and waited about the door 
to catch him alone; Dodd must be in college by twelve, 
and would leave Henley before ten. He waited till 
he was tired of waiting. But at last the door opened ; 
he stepped forward, and out tripped Miss Dodd. 
"Confoxmd it!" muttered Hardie, and drew back. 
However, he stood and admired her graceful figure 
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and action, her ladylike speed without basiling. Had 
she come back at the same pace, he would never have 
ventured to stop her: on such a thread do things hang: 
but she returned very slowly, hanging her head; her 
look at him and his headache recurred to him, a look 
brimful of goodness. She would do as well as Edward, 
better perhaps. He yielded to impulse, and addressed 
her, but with all the trepidation of a youth defying the 
giant Etiquette for the first time in his life. 

Julia was a little surprised and fluttered, but did 
not betray it; she had been taught self-command by 
example, if not by precept 

"Certainly, Mr. Hardie," said she, with a modest 
composure a young coquette might have envied under 
the circumstances. 

Hardie had now only to explain himself: but in- 
stead of that , he stood looking at her with silent con- 
cern; the fair face she raised to him was wet with 
tears; so were her eyes, and even the glorious eye- 
lashes were Mnged wiih that tender spray; and it 
glistened in the moonlight 

This sad and pretty sight drove the vain but 
generous youth's calamity clean out of his head. "Why, 
you are crying! Miss Dodd, what is the matter? I 
hope nothing has happened." 

Julia turned her head away a little fretfully^ with 
a "No, no!'^ But soon her natural candour and sim- 
plicity prevailed; a simplicity not without dignity; 
she turned round to him and looked him in the face. 
"Why should I deny it to you, sir, who have been 
good enough to sympathize with us? We are mor- 
tified, sadly mortified, at dear Edward's disgrace; and 
it has cost us a struggle not to disobey you, and poi- 
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son his triumplial cup with sad looks. And mamma 
had to write to him, and console him against to-morrow : 
but I hope he will not feel it so severely as she does: 
and I have just posted it myself, and when I thought 
of our dear mamma heing driven to such expedients, 

I Oh!" And the pure young heart, having 

opened itself by words, must flow a little more. 

"Oh, pray don't cry," said young Hardie, tenderly; 
"don't take such a trifle to heart so; your crying makes 
me feel guilty for letting it happen. It shall never 
occur again. If I had only known, it should never 
have happened at all." 

"Once is enough," sighed Julia. 

"Indeed you take it too much to heart; it is only 
out of Oxford a plough is thought much of; especially 
a single one; that is so very common. You see, Miss 
Dodd, an university examination consists of several 
items: neglect but one, and Crichton himself would be 
ploughed; because brilliancy in your other papers is 
not allowed to count; that is how the most distin- 
guished man of our day got ploughed for Smalls; 
I had a narrow escape, I know, for one. But Miss 
Dodd, if you knew how far your brother's perform- 
ance on the river outweighs a mere slip in the schools, 
in all university men's eyes, the dons' and all, you 
would not make this bright day end sadly to Oxford 
by crying. Why, I could find you a thousand men 
who would be ploughed to-morrow with glory and 
delight to win one such race as your brother has won 
two." 

Julia sighed again. But it sounded now half like 
a sigh of relief; the final sigh, with which the fair 
consent to be consoled. 
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And indeed this improvement in the music did not 
escape Hardie; he felt he was on the right tack: he 
enumerated fluently, and by name, many good men, 
besides Dean Swift, who had been ploughed, yet had 
cultivated the field of letters in their turn; and, in 
short, he was so earnest and plausible, that something 
like a smile hovered about his hearer's lips, and she 
glanced askant at him with furtive gratitude from under 
her silky lashes. But it soon recurred to her that this 
was rather a long interview to accord to "a stranger," 
and under the moon; so she said a little stiffly, "And 
was this what you were good enough to wish to say to 
me, Mr. Hardie?" 

"No, Miss Dodd, to be frank, it was not. My 
motive in addressing you, without the right to take 
such a freedom, was egotistical. I came here to clear 
myself; I — I was afraid you must think me a hum- 
bug, you know." 

"I do not understand you, indeed." 

"Well, I feared you and Mrs. Dodd might think I 
praised Dodd so, and did what little I did for him, 
knowing who you were, and wishing to curry favour 
with you by all that; and that is so underhand and 
paltry a way of going to wbrk, I should despise my- 
self." 

"Oh, Mr. Hardie," said the young lady, smiling, 
"how foolish: why, of course we knew you had no 
idea." 

"Indeed I had not; but how could you know it?" 

"Why, we saw it. Do you think we have no 
eyes? ah, and much keener ones than gentlemen 
have. It is mamma and I who are to blame, if any- 
body; we ought to have declared ourselves: it would 
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have been more generous, more — manly. But we 
cannot all be gentlemen, you know. It was so sweet 
to bear Edward praised by one who did not know us; 
it was like stolen firuit; and by one wbom others 
praise: so, if you can forgive us our slyness, there is 
an end of the matter." 

"Forgive you? you have taken a thorn out of my 
soul." 

"Then I am so glad you summoned courage to 
speak to me without ceremony. Mamma would have 
done better though; but after all, do not I know her? 
my mamma is all goodness and intelligence; and be 
assured, sir, she does you justice; and is quite sensible 
of your disinterested kindness to dear Edward." With 
this she was about to retire. 

"Ah! But you, Miss Dodd? with whom I have 
taken this unwarrantable liberty?" said Hardie, im* 
ploringly. 

"Me, Mr. Hardie? you do me the honour to require 
my opinion of your performances: including of course 
this self-introduction?" 

Hardie hung his head; there was a touch of satire 
in the lady's voice, he thought 

Her soft eyes rested demurely on him a moment; 
she saw he was a little abashed. 

"My opinion of it all is that you have been very 
kind to us; in being most kind to our poor Edward. 
I never saw, nor read of anything more generous, more 
manly. And then so thoughtful, so considerate, so de- 
licate! So instead of criticising you, as you seem to 
expect, his sister only blesses you, and thanks you from 
the very bottom of her heart" 

She had begun with a polite composure borrowed 
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from Tnamma; but, once launched, her ardent nature 
got the better: her colour rose and rose, and her yoke 
sank and sank, and the last words came almost in a 
whisper; and such a lovelj whisper; a gurgle from the 
heart: and, as she concluded, her delicate hand came 
sweeping out with a heaven-taught gesture of large 
and soYereign cordialitj, that made even the honest 
words and the divine tones more eloquent It was 
too much: the young man, ardent as herself, and not, 
in realitjr, half so timorous, caught fire; and seeing 
a white, eloquent hand rather near him, caught it, 
and pressed Hs warm lips on it in mute adoration and 
gratitude. 

At this she was scared and offended. ^^Ohl keep 
that for the Queen!'' cried she, turning scarlet, and 
tossing her frdr head into the air, like a startled stag, 
and she drew her hand away quickly and decidedly, 
though not roughly. He stammered a lowly apology; 
in the very middle of it she said quietly, "Good-bye, 
Mr. Hardie," and swept, with a gracious little curtsey 
through the doorway, leaving him spell-bound. 

And so the virginal instinct of self-defence carried 
her off swiftly and cleverly. But none too soon; for, 
on entering the house, that external composure her 
two mothers Mesdames Dodd and Nature had taught 
her, fell from her like a veil, and she fluttered up the 
stairs to her own room with hot cheeks, and panted 
there like some wild thing that has been grasped at 
and grazed. She felt young Hardie's lips upon the 
palm of her hand plainly; they seemed to linger there 
still; it was like light but live velvet This and the 
ardent look he had poured into her eyes, set the 
0ard Coilu L 4 
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young creature quivering. Nobody had looked at liar 
80 before, and no young gentleman bad imprinted 
living velvet on her band She was alarmed, ashamed, 
and uneasy. What right had he to look at her like 
that? What shadow of a right to go and kiss her 
hand? He could not pretend to think she bad put it 
out to be kissed; ladies put forth the back of the 
hand for that, not the palm. The truth was be was 
an impudent fellow, and she hated him now, and her- 
self too for being so simple as to let him talk to her: 
mamma would not have been so imprudent when she 
was a girl. 

She would not go down, for she felt there must be 
something of this kind legibly branded on her face: 
*^0I 01 just look at this young lady I She has been 
letting a young gentleman kiss the palm of her hand; 
and the feel has not gone ofiP yet: you may see that 
by her cheeks." 

But, then, poor Edward! she must go down. 

So she put a wet towel to her tell-tale cheeks, and 
tried them by artistic dabs, avoiding friction, and 
came down stairs like a mouse, and turned the door- 
handle noiselessly, and glided into the sitting-room 
looking so transparent, conscious, and all on fire 
with beauty and animation, that even Edward was 
startled, and, in a whisper, bade his mother observe 
what a pretty girl she was; "beats all the county 
girls in a canter." Mrs. Dodd did look; and, con- 
sequently, as soon as ever Edward was gone to 
Oxford, she said to Julia, "You are feverish, love^ 
you have been excited with all this. Ton had better 
go to bed." 

Julia complied willingly, for she felt a strange* 
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and, to her, novel inclination; she wanted to be alone 
and think. She retired to her own room, and went 
the whole day over again; and was happy and sorry, 
exalted and uneasy, by turns; and ended by excusing 
Mr. Bardie's escapade, and throwing the blame on lier- 
self. She ought to have been more distant; gentlemen 
were not expected, nor indeed much wanted, to be 
modest A little assurance did not misbecome them. 
'*£eally I think it sets them off,'' said she to herself. 

Grand total: "What must he think of me?" 

Time gallops in reverie: the town clock struck 
twelve, and with its iron tongue remorse entered her 
youthful conscience. Was this obeying mamma? Mamma 
had said, "Go to bed:" not, "Go up-stairs and medi- 
tate: upon young gentlemen." She gave an expressive 
shake of her fair shoulders, like a swan flapping the 
water off its downy wings, and so dismissed the sub- 
ject from her mind. 

Then she said her prayers. 

Then she rose from her knees, and cajoled the 
imaginary cat out from its theoretical hiding-place. 
"Puss! puss! pretty puss!" 

Thieves and ghosts she did not believe in, yet 
credited cats under beds, and thought them neither 
** harmless" nor "necessary" there. 

After tenderly evoking the detested and chimerical 
quadruped, she proceeded none the less to careful re- 
search, especially of cupboards. The door of one re- 
sisted, and then yielded with a crack, and blew out 
the candle. "There now," said she. 

It was her only light, except her beauty. They 
allotted each Hebe but one candle, in that ancient 
bnrglu 
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"Well," she thought, "there is moonlight enough 
to wndress by." 

She went to draw back one of the curtains; but in 
the act she started back with a little scream. There 
was a tall figure over the way watching the house. 

The moon shone from her side of the street full on 
him, and in that instant her quick eye recognized Mr. 
Hardie. 

"Well!" said she aloud, and with an indescribable 
inflexion; and hid herself swiftly in impenetrable 
gloom. 

But, after a while. Eve's daughter must have a 
peep. She stole with infinite caution to one side of 
the curtain, and made an aperture just big enough for 
one bright eye. Tes, there he was, motionless. "Pll 
tell mamma," said she to him, midignantly,- as if the 
sound could reach him. 

Unconscious of the direfol threat, he did not budge. 

She was unaffectedly puzzled at this phenomenon; 
and, not being the least vain, fell to wondering whether 
he played the nightly sentinel opposite eveiy lady's 
window, who exchanged civilities with him. "Because, 
if he does, he is a fool," said she, promptly. But on 
reflection, she felt sure he did nothing of the kind 
habitually, for he had too high an opinion of himself; 
she had noted that trait in him at a veiy early stage. 
She satisfied herself, by cautious examination, that he 
did not know her room. He was making a temple of 
the whole lodging. "How ridiculous of him I" Yet 
he appeared to be happy over it; there was an exalted 
look in his moonlit face; she seemed now first to see 
his soul there. She studied his countenance like an 
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inscription, and deciphered each rapt expression that 
crossed it; and stored them in her memory. 

Twice she left her ambuscade, to go to bed: and 
twice Cnriositj, or Something, drew her back. At last 
having looked, peered, and peeped, till her feet were 
cold, and her face the reverse, she informed herself 
that the foolish Thing had tired her out 

''Good night, Mr. Policeman," said she, pretending 
to bawl to him. ''And, 0, do rain! As hard as ever 
you can." With this benevolent aspiration, a little 
too violent to be sincere, she laid her eheek on her 
pillow dooghtily. 

But her sentinel, when out of sight, had more 
power to disturb her. She lay and wondered whether 
he was still there, and what it all meant, and what 
ever mamma would say; and which of the two, she 
or he, was the head culprit in this strange perform- 
ance, to which Earth, she conceived, had seen no 
parallel; and, above all, what he would do next Her 
pulse galloped, and her sleep was broken; and she 
came down in the morning a little pale. Mrs. Dodd 
saw it at once, with the quick maternal eye; and 
moralized: "It is curious; youth is so fond of pleasure; 
yet pleasure seldom agrees with youth; this little ex- 
citement has done your mother good, who is no longer 
young: but it has been too much for you. I shall be 
g^ad to have you back to our quiet home.'* 

Ah I Will that home be as tranquil now? 
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CHAPTER III. 



The long vacation commenced about a month after- 
wards, and Hardie came to his father^s house, to read 
for honours, unimpeded by university races and col- 
lege lectures; and de ploughed and penitent one packed 
up his Aldrich and his Whateley, the then authori- 
ties in Logic, and brought them home, together with a 
finn resolution to master that joyous science before 
the next examination for Smalls in October. But lo! 
ere he had been an hour at home, he found his things 
put neatly away in his drawers on the feminine or 
vertical system — deep strata of waistcoats, strata of 
trousers, strata of coats, strata of papers — and his 
Logic gone. 

In the course of the evening he taxed his sister 
good humouredly, and asked ^Vhat earthly use that 
book was to her, not wearing curls." 

"I intend to read it, and study it, and teach you 
it," replied Julia, rather languidly — considering the 
weight of the resolve. 

"Oh, if you have boned it to read, I say no more; 
the crime will punish itself." 

"Be serious, Edward, and think of mamma! I 
cannot sit with my hands before me, and let you be 
reploughed." 

"I don't want But — reploughed! — haw, haw! 
but you can't help me at Logic as you used at 
Syntax. Why, all the world knows a girl can't learn 
logic." 

"A girl can learn anything she chooses to leanu 
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Wliat she can^t leam is things other jpeople set her 
down to." Before Edward could fully digest this 
revelation, she gave the argument a new turn, by 
adding fretfully, "And don't be so unkind, thwart- 
ing and teasing me!" and all in a moment she was 
crying. 

" Halloa 1" ejaculated Edward, taken quite by sur- 
prise. "What is the matter, dears?" inquired maternal 
vigilance from the other end of the room. "You did 
not speak brusquely to her, Edward?" 

"No, no," said Julia, eagerly. "It is I that am 
turned so cross, and so peevish. I am quite a changed 
girl. Mamma, what is the matter with me?" And she 
laid her brow on her mother's bosom. 

Mrs. Dodd caressed the lovely head soothingly with 
one hand, and made a sign over it to Edward to leave 
them alone. She waited quietly till Julia was com- 
posed: and then said, softly, "Come, tell me what it 
is; nothing that Edward said to you; for I heard al- 
most every word, and I was just going to smile, or 
nearly, when you — And, my love, it is not the first 
time, you know; I would not tell Edward, but I have 
more than once seen your eyes with tears in them." 

"Have you, mamma?" said Julia, scarcely above a 
whisper. 

"Why, you know I have. But I said to myself it 
was no use forcing confidence. I thought I would be 
very patient, and wait till you came to me with it; so 
now, what is it, my darling? Why do you speak of one 
thing, and think of another? and cry without any 
reason that your mother can see?" 

"I don't know, mamma," said Julia, hiding her 
head. "I think it is because I sleep so badly. I rise 
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in the morning hot and quivering, and more tired thaa 
I lay down." 

"I am sorry to hear it," said Mrs. Dodd. "How 
long is this?" 

Julia did not answer this question; she went on, 
with her face still hidden, ^^Mamma, I do feel so de- 
pressed and hysterical, or else in violent spirits; but 
not nice and cheerful as you are, and I used to be; 
and I go from one thing to another, and can settle to 
nothing; even in Church I attend by fits and starts; I 
forgot to water my very flowers last night: and I heard 
Mrs. Maxley out of my window tell Sarah I am losing 
my colour. Am I? But what does it matter? I am 
losing my sense; for I catch myself for ever looking 
in the glass, and that is a sure sign of a fool; and I 
cannot pass the shops; I stand and look in, and long 
for the very dearest silks, and for diamonds in my 
hair." A deep sigh followed the confession of these 
multiform imperfections; but the criminal looked a 
little relieved by it; and half raised her head to watch 
the effect 

As for Mrs. Dodd, she opened her eyes wide with 
surprise; but at the end of the heterogeneous cata- 
logue she smiled, and said, **I cannot believe that If 
ever there was a young lady free from personal vanity 
it is my Julia. Why, your thoughts run by nature 
away from yourself; you were bom for others." 

Her daughter kissed her gratefrdly, and smQed: 
but, after a pause, said, sorrowfully, "Ah, that was 
the old Julia, as seen with your dear eyes. I have 
almost forgotten her. The new one is what I tell yon, 
dear mamma, and that" (with sudden fervour) "is a 
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dreamy, wandering, vain, egotistical, bysterical, a1>- 
ominaUe girL" 

"Let me kiss this monster that I have brought 
into the world," said Mrs. Dodd. "And now let me 
think." She rested her eyes calm and penetrating 
npon her daughter; and at this mere look, but a very 
searching one, the colour moimted and mounted in 
Julians cheek strangely. 

"After all," said Mrs. Dodd, thoughtfaUy, "yours 
is a critical age; perhaps my child is turning to a 
woman; my rosebud to a rose." And she sighed. Mo- 
thers will sigh at things none other ever sighed at 

"To a weed, I fear," replied Julia. "What will 
you say when I own I felt no real joy at Edward's 
return this time? And yesterday I cried, *Do get 
away, and don't pester me!'" 

"To your brother? Oh!" 

"Oh no, mamma, that was to poor Spot He jumped 
on me in a reverie, all affection, poor thing." 

"Well, for your comfort, dogs do not appreciate 
the niceties of our language." 

"I am afraid they do; when we kick them." 

Mrs. Dodd smiled at the admission implied here, 
and the deep penitence it was uttered with. But Julia 
remonstrated, "Oh no! no! don't laugh at me, but 
kelp me with your advice: you are so wise and so ex- 
perienced: you must have been a girl before you were 
an angel. You must know what is the matter with 
me. O, do pray cure me; or else kill me, for I cannot 
go on like this, all my affections deadened, and my 
peace disturbed." 

And now the mother looked serious and thoughtful 
enough; and the daughter watched her Airtivety* 
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"Julia," said Mrs. Dodd, very gravely, "if it was not 
my child, reared under my eye, and never separated 
from me a single day, I should say, this young lady 
is either afflicted wi^ some complaint, and it affects 
her nerves, and spirits; or else she has — she is — 
what inexperienced young people call *in love.' You 
need not look so frightened, child; nohody in their 
senses suspects you of imprudence or indelicacy; and 
therefore I feel quite sure that your constitution is at 
a crisis, or your health has suffered some shock: pray 
Heaven it may not be a serious one. Tou will have 
the best advice, and without delay, I promise you." 

That very evening, Mrs. Dodd sent a servant into 
the town with a note like a cocked-hat, and next 
morning Mr. Coleman the apothecary called. Mrs. 
Dodd introduced the patient, and as soon as he had 
examined her pulse and tongue, gave her a signal to 
retire, and detailed her symptoms: loss of sleep, un- 
evenness of spirits, listlessness, hysteria. Mr. Coleman 
listened reverentially; then gave his opinion, that there 
was no sign of consumption, nor indeed of any organic 
disorder; but considerable functional derangement, 
which it would be prudent to arrest. He bowed out 
profoundly, and in one hour a buttoned boy called 
and delivered a smart salute; a box of twenty-eight 
pills; and a bottle containing six draughts: the quantity 
of each was determined by horizontal glass lines raised 
on the phial at equal distances: the pills contained 
aloes, colocynth, soap, and another ingredient I have 
unfortunately forgotten: the draught, steel, columba 
root, camphor, and cardamoms. 

The pretty page arrived every other day with a 
•fresh phial, and a militaiy flourish of hand to cap. 
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After the third bottle (as topers say) Mrs. Dodd 
felt uneasy. All this saluting, and firing of phiab, at 
measured intervals, smacked of routine and nonchalance 
too much to satisfy her tender anxiety; and some 
instinct whispered that an airy creature, threatened 
with a mysterious malady, would not lower herself to 
be cured by machinery. 

So she sent for Mr. Osmond, a consulting surgeon, 
who bore a high reputation in Barkington. He came; 
and proved too plump for that complete elegance she 
would have desired in a medical attendant; but had a 
soft hand, a gentle touch, and a subdued manner. He 
spoke to the patient with a kindness which won the 
mother directly; had every hope of setting her right 
without any violent or disagreeable remedies; but, when 
she had retired, altered bis tone; and told Mrs. Dodd 
seriously she had done well to send for him in time; 
it was a case of "Hypercesthesia" (Mrs. Dodd clasped 
her hands in alarm), *^or as unprofessional persons 
would say, ^excessive sensibility.'" 

Mrs. Dodd was somewhat relieved. Translation 
blunts thunderbolts. She told him she had always 
feared for her child on that score. But was sensibility 
curable? Could a nature be changed? 

He replied, that the Idiosyncrasy could not; but its 
morbid excess could, especially when taken in time. 
Advice was generally called in too late. However, 
here the only serious symptom was the Insomnia. 
"We must treat her for that," said he, writing a 
prescription; "but for the rest, active employment, long 
walks, or rides, and a change of scene and associations, 
will be all that will be required. In these cases," 
resumed Mr. Osmond, "connected as they are with 
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Hyperodmia, some medical men consider moderate 
venesection to be indicated.*' He tlien put on his 
gloves, saying carelessly, "The diet, of course, must be 
Antiphlogistic.^* 

Mrs. Dodd thanked him warmly for the interest he 
had shown, and, after ringing the bell, accompanied 
him herself to the head of the stairs, and then asked 
him would he add to his kindness by telling her where 
she could buy that? 

Mr. Osmond looked surprised at the question, and 
told her any chemist would make it up for her. It 
was only a morphine pill, to be taken every night. 

"Oh, I do not mean the prescription,** explained 
Mrs. Dodd, "but the new food the dear child is to 
take? An — flo — Gistic, was it? I had better 
write it down, sir;** and sh^held her wee ivoiy tablets 
ready. 

Mr. Osmond stared, then smiled superior: "Anti- 
phlogistic is not an esculent, it is a medical term.*' 

"There, see my ignorance P* said Mrs. Dodd, sweedy. 

He replied courteously, "I am afraid it is, *See my 
rudeness, talking Greek to a lady.* But it is im- 
possible to express medical ideas by popular terms. 
^Antiphlogistic* is equivalent to non-inflammatory. Tou 
must know that nearly all disorders arise from, or are 
connected with, * phlegmon,* that is, morbid heat; in- 
flammation. Then a curative system antagonistic to 
heat, in short an Antiphlogistic treatment, restores the 
healthy equilibrium by the cooling effect of venesection 
or cupping in violent cases, followed by drastic agents, 
and by vesication and even salivation if necessary — 
don*t be alarmed! nothing in so mild a ease as this 
incUcates the exhibition of active remedies — and, in 
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all cases, serious or the reverse, the basis of the 
treatment is a light abstemious diet; a diet at once 
lowering and cooling: in one word, Antiphlogistic. Let 
us say then, for breakfast, dry toast with very little 
batter — no coffee — cocoa (from the nibs), or weak 
tea: for luncheon beef-tea or mutton-broth: for dinner, 
a slice of roast chicken, and tapioca, or semolina, 
pudding. I would give her one glass of sherry, but 
no more, and barley-water; it would be as well to 
avoid brown meats, at all events for the present With 
these precautions, my dear madam, I think your anxiety 
will soon be happily removed." 

Julia took her long walks and light diet; and 
became a little pale at times, and had fewer bursts of 
high spirits in the intervals of depression. Her mother 
went with her care to a female friend. The lady said 
she would not trust to surgeons and apothecaries; she 
would have a downright physician. "Why not go to 
the top of the tree at once, and call in Dr. Short? 
You have heard of him?" 

"Oh yes; I have even met him in society; a most 
refined person: I will certainly follow your advice and 
c(m8ult him. Oh, thank you, Mrs. Bosanquet! A propos, 
do you consider him skilful?" 

"Oh, immensely; he is a particular firiend of my 
husband's." 

This was so convincing, that off went another 
three-cocked note, and next day a dark green carriage 
and pair dashed up to Mrs. Dodd's door, and Dr. Short 
bent himself in an arc, got out, and slowly mounted 
the stairs. He was six feet two, wondei^Uly thin, 
Hvid, and gendeman-like. Fine long head, keen eye, 
lantern jaws. At sight of him Mrs. Dodd rose and 
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smiled, Julia started and sat trembling. He stepped 
across the room inaudibly, and, after the usual civilities, 
glanced at the patient's tongue, and touched her wrist 
delicately. "Pulse is rapid," said he. 

Mrs. Dodd detailed the symptoms. Dr. Short 
listened with the patient politeness of a gentleman, to 
whom all this was superfluous. He asked for a sheet 
of noterpaper, and divided it so gently, he seemed to 
be persuading one thing to be two; he wrote a pair of 
prescriptions, and whilst thus employed looked up 
every now and then and conversed with the ladies. 

"You have a slight subclavicular affection, Miss 
Dodd: I mean, a little pain under the shoulderblade." 

"No, sir," said Julia, quietly. 

Dr. Short looked a little surprised; his female 
patients rarely contradicted him. Was it for them to 
disown things he was so good as to assign them? 

"Ah I" said he, "you are not conscious of it: all 
the better; it must be slight; a mere uneasiness: no 
more." He then numbered the prescriptions 1, 2, 
and advised Mrs. Dodd to drop No. 1 after the eighth 
day, and substitute No. 2, to be continued until con- 
valescence. He put on his gloves, to leave. Mrs. Dodd, 
then, with some hesitation, asked him humbly whether 
she might ask him what the disorder was. " Certainly, 
madam," said he, graciously; "your daughter is labour- 
ing under a slight torpidity of the liver. The first 
prescription is active, and is to clear the gland itself, 
and the biliary ducts, of the excretory accumulation;, 
and the second is exhibited to promote a healthy 
normal habit in that important part of the vascular 
system," 
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<<A liver complaint, Dr. ShortI What, then, it is 
not HjperoBsthesia?^* 

^^HTperoasthesia? There is no such disorder in the 
books.** 

"You surprise me," said Mrs. Dodd. "Dr. Osmond 
certainly thought it was Hyperoesthesia." And she 
consulted her wee tablets to establish the word. 

Meantime, Dr. Short's mind, to judge by his coun- 
tenance, was away roaming distant space in search of 
Osmond. "Osmond? Osmond'? I do not know that 
name in medicine." 

"O, 0, 01" cried Julia, "and they both live in 
the same street!" Mrs. Dodd held up her finger to 
this outspoken patient 

But a light seemed to break in on Dr. Short 
"Ah! you mean Mr. Osmond: a surgeon. A very 
respectable man, a most respectable man. I do not 
know a more estimable person — in his grade of the 
profession — than my good friend Mr. Osmond. And 
80 he gives opinions in medical cases, does he?" Dr. 
Short paused, apparently to realize this phenomenon 
in the world of Mind. He resumed in a different 
tone: "You may have misunderstood him. Hyper- 
CBSthesia exists, of course; since he says so. But 
Hyperoesthesia is not a Complaint; it is a Symptom. 
Of biliary derangement. My worthy friend looks at 
disorders from a mental point; very natural: his inter- 
est lies that way, perhaps you are aware: but pro- 
founder experience proves that mental sanity is merely 
one of the results of bodily health: and I am happy 
to assure you that, the biliary canal once cleared, and 
the secretions restored to the healthy habit, by these 
prescriptions, the Hyperoesthesia, and other concomi- 
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tants of hepatic derangement, will diflperse, and leave 
our interesting patient in the enjoyment of her natural 
intelligence, her friends* affectionate admiration, and 
above all, of a sound constitution. Ladies, I have the 
honour — " and the Doctor eked out this sentence hj 
rising. 

"Oh, thank you, Dr. Short," said Mrs. Dodd, 
rising with him; "you inspire me with confidence, 
and gratitude." As if tmder the influence of these 
feeling only, she took Dr. Short^s palm, and pressed 
it Of the two hands, which met for a moment then, 
one was soft and melting, the other a bunch of bones; 
but both were very white, and so equally adroit, that 
a double fee passed without the possibility of a by- 
stander suspecting it. 

For the benefit of all young virgins afflicted like 
Julia Dodd, here are the Doctor's prescriptions: 

FOR HISS DODD. 

^ Pil: Hydrarg: Chlor: Co: 
singul: nocte sumend: 
Decoc: Aloes Co: Sj 
omni mane. 

viii. Sept. J. S. 



FOR MISS DODD. 

"fy Conf : Sennae. 

Potass: Bitartrat. 
Extr: Tarax: s a ^ss 
Misft: Elect: Cujus sum: 5j omni mana 

xviii Sept J. S. 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



BASD 0A8H. 65 

Id:, Anglicb reddit: per me Carol: Anmdin: 
The same done into English by me C. B. 

FOB mSS DODD. 

1. O Jupiter aid us! I Plummer's pUl to be taken 
eveiy night 1 oz. compound decoction of Aloes every 

"^^™^&- 8th Sept J. a 

FOR MISS DODD. 

2. O Jupiter aid us 1 1 with Confection of Senna, 
Bitartrate of Potash, extract of Dandelion, of each 
half an ounce, let an electuary be mixed; of which 
let her take 1 drachm every morning. 

18th Sept J. S. 



"Quite the courtier," said Mrs. Dodd, delighted. 
Julia assented: she even added, with a listless yawn, 
"I had no idea that a skeleton was such a gentle- 
manlike thing; I never saw one before." 

Mrs. Dodd admitted he was very thin. 

"Oh no, mamma; thin implies a little flesh. 
When he felt my pulse, a chill struck to my heart; 
Death in a black suit seemed to steal up to me, and 
lay a flnger on my wrist: and mark me for his own." 

Mrs. Dodd forbade her to give way to such gloomy 
ideas; and expostulated firmly with her for judging 
learned men by their bodies. "However," said she, 
"if the good, kind doctor^s remedies do not answer 
his expectations and mine, I shall take you to Lon- 
don directly. I do hope papa will soon be at home." 
UardCoih. L & 
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Poor Mrs. Dodd was herself slipping into a morbid 
state. A mother collecting Doctors! It is a most 
fascinating kind of connoisseurship; grows on one like 
Drink; like Polemics; like Melodrama; like the Millen- 
nium; like any Thing. 

Sure enough the very next week she and Julia sat 
patiently at the morning levee of an eminent and titled 
London surgeon. Full forty patients were before them: 
so they had to wait and wait. At last they were 
ushered into the presence-chamber, and Mrs. Dodd 
entered on the beaten ground of her daughter's 
symptoms. The noble surgeon stopped her civilly but 
promptly. "Auscultation will give us the due/' said 
he, and drew his stethoscope. Julia shrank, and cast 
an appealing look at her mother; but Mrs. Dodd per- 
suaded her to it by taking part in the examination, 
and making it as delicate as possible. The young lady 
sat panting, with cheeks flushing shame, and ejeg 
flashing indignation. The impassive chevalier reported 
on each organ in turn without moving his ear from the 
key-hole. "Lungs pretty sound," said he, a little plain- 
tively; "so is the liver. Now for the — Hum? There 
is no kardiac insufficiency, I think, neither mitral nor 
tricuspid. If we find no tendency to hypertrophy we 
shall do very well. Ah, I have succeeded in diagnosing 
a slight diastolic murmur; very slight." He deposited 
the instrument, and said, not without a certain shade 
of satisfaction that his research had not been fruitless, 
"The Heart is the peccant organ." 

"Oh, sir I is it serious?" said poor Mrs. Dodd. 

"By no means. Try this" (he scratched a pre- 
scription which would not have misbecome the tomb of 
Cheops); "and come again in a month." Ting! He 
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struck a beE That *'ting" said, ^*Go, live Guinea*, 
and another come." 

"Heart disease now!'' said Mrs. Dodd, sinking 
back in her hired carriage, and the tears were in her 
patient eyes. 

"M7 own, own mamma,'' said Julia, earnestly, 
"do not distress yourself. I have no disease in the 
world, but my old, old, old one, of being a naughty, 
wayward girl. As for you, mamma, you have re- 
signed your own judgment to your inferiors, and that 
is both our misfortunes. Dear, dear mamma, do take 
me to a doctress next time, if you have not had 
enough." 

"To a what, love?" 

"A she-doctor, then." 

"A female physician, child? There is no such 
thing. No; assurance is becoming a characteristic of 
our sex: but we have not yet intruded ourselves into 
the learned professions, thank Heaven." 

"Excuse me, mamma, there are one or two; for 
the newspapers say so." 

"Well, dear, there are none in liiis country; 
happily." 

"What, not in London?" 

"No." 

"Then what is the use of such a great over-grown 
place, all smoke, if there is nothing in it you cannot 
find in the country? Let us go back to Barkington 
this very day, this minute, this instant; oh, pray, 
pray." 

"And so you shaU — to-morrow. But you must 
pity your poor mother's anxiety, and see Dr. Chalmers 
first" 

5* 
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^^Oh, mamma, not another surgeon! He frightened 
me; he hnrt me; I never heard of such a thing; oh, 
please not another surgeon." 

"It is not a surgeon, dear; it is the Court Physician." 

The Court Physician detected "a somewhat morbid 
condition of the great nervous centres." To an inquiry 
whether there was heart-disease, he replied, "Pooh!" 
On being told Sir William had announced heart-disease, 
he said, "Ah! that alters the case entirely y He main- 
tained, however, that it must be trifling, and would 
go no farther, th6 nervous system once restored to its 
healthy tone. "0 Jupiter, aid us! Blue pill and black 
draught" 

Dr. Kenyon fotmd the mucous membrane was irri- 
tated and required soothing. "0, Jupiter, &c. Blue 
pill and Seidlitz powder." 

Mrs. Dodd returned home consoled and confused; 
Julia listless and apathetic. Tea was ordered, with 
two or three kinds of bread, thinnest slices of meat, 
and a little blanc mange, &c., their favourite repast 
after a journey; and whilst the tea was drawing, Mrs. 
Dodd looked over the card-tray and enumerated the 
visitors that had called during their absence: "Dr. 
Short — Mr. Osmond — Mrs. HeSierington — Mr. Alfred 
Hardie — Lady Dewry — Mrs. and Miss Bosanquet 
What a pity Edward was not at home, dear; Mr. Alfred 
Hardie^s visit must have been to him." 

"Oh, of course, mamma." 

"A very manly young gentleman." 

"Oh yes. No. He is so rude." 

"Is he? Ah, he was ill just then, and pain irri- 
tates gentlemen: they are not accustomed to it, poor 
Things." 
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"That is like 70a, dear mamma; making excuses 
for one.'* Jnlia added, faintly, ^^But he is so impe* 
tuous." 

"I have a daughter who reconciles me to impe- 
tuosity. And he must have a good heart, he was so 
kind to my boy." 

Julia looked down smiling; but presently seemed 
to be seized with a spirit of contradiction; she began 
to pick poor Alfred to pieces; he was this, that and 
the other; and then so bold, she might say impudent 

Mrs. Dodd replied calmly that he was very kind to 
her boy. 

^^Oh, mamma, you cannot approve all the words 
he spoke." 

*^It is not worth while to remember all the words 
young gentlemen speak, now-a-days; he was very kind 
to my boy, I remember that." 

The tea was now ready, and Mrs. Dodd sat down, 
and patted a chair, with a smile of invitation for Julia 
to come and sit beside her. But Julia said, "In one 
minute, dear," and left the room. 

"When she came back, she fluttered up to her 
mother and kissed her vehemently, then sat down 
radiant. "Ah!" said Mrs. Dodd, "why, you are look- 
ing yourself once more. How do you feel now? 
Better?" 

"How do I feel? Let me see: the world seems 
one e-nor-mous flower-garden, and Me the butterfly it 
all belongs to." She spake, and to confirm her words 
the airy thing went waltzing, sailing, and fluttering 
round the room, and sipping mamma every now and 
then on the wing. 

In this buoyancy she remained some twenty-four 
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hoars; and then came clouds and cbills, which, in 
their turn, gave way to exultation, duly followed by 
depression. Her spirits were so uncertain, that things 
too minute to justify narration turned the scale either 
way: a word from Mrs. Dodd — a new face at St 
Anne's Church looking devoutly her way — a piece of 
town gossip distilled in her ear by Mrs. Maxley — 
and she was sprightly or languid, and both more than 
reason. 

Mrs. Dodd had not the clue; and each extreme 
caused her anxiety; for her own constitution, and her 
experience of life, led her to connect health and happi- 
ness too, with gentle, even spirits. 

One drizzly afternoon they were sitting silent and 
Saddish in the drawing-room, Mrs. Dodd correcting the 
mechanical errors in a drawing of Julia's, and admir- 
ing the rare dash and vigour, and Julia doggedly 
studying Dr. Whately's Logic, with now and tiien a 
sigh, when suddenly a trumpet seemed to articulate in 
the little hall: '^Mestress Doedd at home?" 

The lady rose from her seat, and said with a smile 
of pleasure, "I hear a voice." 

The door opened, and in darted a grey-headed 
man, with handsome but strongly marked features, 
laughing and shouting like a schoolboy broke loose. 
He cried out, "Aha! I've found y' out at last." Mrs. 
Dodd glided to meet him, and put out both her hands, 
the palms downwards, with the prettiest air of ladylike 
cordiality; he shook them heartily. "The vagabins 
said y' had left the town; but y' had only flitted from 
the quay to the subbubs; 'twas a pashint put me on 
the scint of ye. And how are y' all these years? an' 
how's Sawmill?" 
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"Sawmill! What is that?" 

"It's just your hushand. Isn't his name Saw- 
miU?" 

"Dear, nol Have you forgotten? — David." 

"Ou, ay. I knew it was some Scripcher Petrarch 
or another, Daavid, or Naathan, or Sawmill. He is 
a fine lad any way — and how is he, and where 
is he?" 

Mrs. Dodd replied that he was on the seas, but 
expect — 

"Then I wish him well off 'em, confound 'em 
oneannall! Halloa! why, this will he the little girl 
grown up int' a wumman while ye look round." 

"Yes, my good friend; and her mother's darling." 

"And she's a bonny lass, I can tell ye. But no 
freend to the Dockers, I see." 

"Ah!" said Mrs. Dodd, sadly, "looks are deceitful; 
she is under medical advice at this very " 

"Well, that won't hurt her, unless she takes it" 
And he burst into a ringing laugh: but, in the middle 
of it, stopped dead short, and his face elongated. 
"Lordsake, mad'm," said he, impressively, "mind what 
y' are at, though; Barkton's just a trap for fanciful 
femuls: there's a n'oily ass called Osmond, and a cant- 
ing cut-throat called Stephenson, and a genteel, cada- 
veris old assassin called Short, as long as a may-pole; 
they'd soon take the rose out of Miss Floree's cheek 
here. Why, they'd starve Cupid, an' veneseck Venus, 
an' blister Pomonee, the vagabins." 

Mrs. Dodd looked a little confused, and exchanged 
speaking glances with Julia. However, she said, 
calmly, "I have consulted Mr. Osmond, and Dr. Short; 
but have not relied on them alone. I have taken her 
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to Sir William Best. And to Dr. Chalmers. And to 
Dr. Kenyon." And she felt invulnerable behind her 
phalanx of learning and reputation. 

"Good Hivens!" roared the visitor, "what a 
gauntlet o* gabies for one girl to run; and come out 
alive! And the picter of health. My faith, Miss 
Floree, y' are tougher than ye look." 

"My daughter's name is Julia," observed Mrs. 
Dodd, a little haughtily; but instantly recovering her- 
self, she said, "This is Dr. Sampson, love, an old 
friend of your mother's." 

"And th' Author an' Invintor of th' great Chrono- 
thairmal Therey o' Midicine, th' Unity Peiriodicity an' 
Kemittency of all disease," put in the visitor, with 
such prodigious swiftness of elocution, that the words 
went tumbling over one another like railway carriages 
out on pleasure, and the sentence was a pile of loud, 
indistinct syllables. 

Julia's lovely eyes dilated at this clishmaclaver, 
and she bowed coldly. Dr. Sampson had revealed in 
this short interview nearly all the characteristics of 
voice, speech, and manner, she had been taught from 
infancy to shun: boisterous, gesticulatory, idiomatic; 
and had taken the discourse out of her mamma's 
mouth, twice; now Albion Villa was a Red Indian hut 
in one respect: here nobody interrupted. 

Mrs. Dodd had Kttle personal egotism, but she had 
a mother's, and could not spare this opportunity of 
adding another Doctor to her collection: so she said, 
hurriedly, "Will you permit me to show you what 
your learned confrires have prescribed her?" Julia 
sighed aloud, and deprecated the subject with earnest 
furtive signs; Mrs. Dodd would not see them. Now, 
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Dr. Sampson was himself afflicted with what I shajll 
venture to call a mental ailment; to wit, a forions 
intolerance of other men's opinions; he had not even 
patience to hear them. 

"Mai — dear — mad'm," said he, hastily, "when 
you've told me their names, that's enough. Short 
treats her for liver. Sir William goes in for lung 
disease or heart, Chalmers sis it's the nairves, and 
Kinyon the mookis membrin; and / say they are fools 
and lyres all four." 

"Julia!" ejaculated Mrs. Dodd, "this is very extra- 
ordinary." 

"No, it is not extraordinary," cried Dr. Sampson, 
defiantly: "nothing is extraordinary. And d'ye think 
I've known these shallow men thirty years, and not 
plumbed 'um?" 

"Shallow, my good friend? Excuse me! they are 
the ablest men in your own branch of your own 
learned profession." 

"Th' ablest?! Oh, you mean the money-making- 
est: now listen me! our lairned Profession is a rascally 
one. It is like a barrel of beer. What rises to the 
top?" Here he paused for a moment, then answered 
liimself furiously "The Scum!" 

This blast blown, he moderated a little. "Look 
see!" said he, "up to three or four thousand a year, 
a Docker is often an honest man, and sometimes 
knows something of midicine; not much, because it is 
not taught anywhere; but, if he is making over five 
thousand, he must be a rogue or else a fool: either he 
has booed an' booed, and cript an' crawled, int' whole- 
sale collusion with th' apothecary an' th' accoucheur 
— the two jockeys that drive John Bull's faemily 
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coach — and they are sucking the pashmt togither, 
like a leash o^ leeches, or else he has tamed spicialist; 
has tacked his name to some poplar disorder, real or 
imaginary; it needn't exist to be poplar. Now, those 
four you have been to are spicialists, and that means 
monomaniucs — their buddies exspatiate in West-ind 
squares, but their souls dwell in a n'alley, ivery man 
Jack of 'em: Aberford's in Stomich Alley, Chalmers's 
in Nau-ve Court, Short's niver stirs out o' Liver Lane, 
Paal's is stuck fast in Badney Close, Kinyon's in 
Mookis Membrin Mews, and Hibbard's in Lung Pas- 
sage. Look see! nixt time y' are out of sorts, stid o' 
consulting three bats an a n'owl at a guinea the piece, 
send direct to me, and I'll give y' all their opinions, 
and all their prescriptions, gratis. And deevilich dear 
ye'U find 'em at the price, if ye swallow 'm." 

Mrs. Dodd thanked him coldly for the offer, but 
said she would be more grateful if he would show his 
superiority to persons of known ability, by just curing 
her daughter on the spot. 

"Well, I will," said he, carelessly; and all his 
fire died out of him. "Put out your tongue! — Now 
your pulse!" 



Mrs. Dodd knew her man (ladies are very apt to 
fathom their male acquaintance — too apt, / think;) 
and, to pin him to the only medical theme which in- 
terested her, seized the opportunity while he was in 
actual contact with Julia's wrist, and rapidly enumerated 
her symptoms, and also told him what Mr. Osmond had 
said about Hyperoesthesia. 

"Goose GbeeceI" barked Sampson, loud, clear, 
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ind sharp as an irritated watch-dog; but this one bow- 
wow vented, he was silent as abruptly. 

Mrs. Dodd smiled, and proceeded to Hyperoemia, 
and thence to the Antiphlogistic Regimen. 

At that unhappy adjective, Sampson jumped up, 
cast away his patient^s hand, forgot her existence — 
she was but a charming individual — and galloped 
into his native region. Generalities. 

"Antiphlogistic! Mai — dear — mad'm, that one 
long fragmint of ass^s jaw has slain a million. Adapted 
to the weakness of human nature, which receives with 
rivirince ideas however childish, that come draped in 
long-tailed, and exotic words, that aasinine polysyllable 
has riconciled the modem mind to the chimeras of th' 
ancients, and outbutchered the guillotine, the musket, 
and the sword: ay, and but for me 

Had barred the door 
For cinturies more 

on the great coming sceince, the sceince of healing 
diseases instead of defining and dividing 'em and 
lengthening their names and their durashin, and shorten- 
ing nothing but the pashint. Th' antiphlogistic Therey 
is this: That disease is fiery, 'and that any artificial 
exhaustion of vital force must cool the system, and 
reduce the morbid fire, called, in their donkey Latin, 
*flamma,' and in their compound donkey Latin, * in- 
flammation,' and, in their Goose Greece, *phlogosis,' 
* phlegmon,' &c. And accordingly th' antiphlogistic 
Practice is, to cool the sick man by bleeding him, and, 
when blid, either to rebleed him with a change of in- 
strument, bites and stabs instid of gashes, or else to 
rake the blid, and then blister the blid and raked, and 
then push mercury till the teeth of the blid, raked, 
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and blistered shake in their sockets, and to starve the 
blid, purged, salivated, blistered wretch from first to 
last This is the Antiphlogistic system. It is seldom 
carried out entire, because the pashint at the first or 
second link in their rimedial chain, expires; or else 
gives such plain signs of sinking, that even these ass- 
ass-ins take fright, and try t' undo their own work, 
not disease's, by tonics an' turtle, and stimulants: which 
things given at the right time instead of the wrong, 
given when the pashint was merely weakened by his 
disorder, and not enfeebled by their didly nmedies, 
would have cut th' ailment down in a few hours." 

"Dear me!" said Mrs. Dodd; "and now, my good 
friend, with respect to my daughter — " 

"N' list me!^* clashed Sampson; "ye're goen to 
fathom th' antiphlogistics, since they still survive an' 
slay in holes and comers like Barkton an d'ltly; Tve 
driven the vamperes out o' the cintres o' civilisation. 
Begin with their coolers! Exhaustion is not a cooler, 
it is a feverer, and they know it; the way parrots 
know sentences. Why are we all more or less feverish 
at night? because we are weaker. Starvation is no 
cooler, it is an inflamer, and they know it, as parrots 
know truths, but can't apply them: for they know that 
burning fever rages in ivery town, street, camp, where 
Famine is. As for bloodletting, their prime cooler, it 
is inflammatory; and they know it (parrot-wise), for 
the thumping heart, and bounding pulse, of pashints 
blid by butchers in black, and bullocks blid by butchers 
in blue, prove it; and they have recorded this in all 
their books: yet stabbed, and bit, and starved, and 
mercuried, and murdered, on. But mind ye, all their 
sham coolers are real weakeners (I wonder they didn't 
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inyentory Satin and his brimstin lake among their 
reMjrators), and this is the point whence t* appreciate 
their imbecility, and the sairvice I have rendered man- 
kind in been the first f attack their banded school, at 
a time it seemed imprignable." 

"Ah, this promises to be very interesting," sighed 
Mrs. Dodd; "and before you enter on so large a field, 
perhaps it would be as well to dispose of a little 
matter which lies at my heart. Here is my poor 
daughter — " 

"Nlissmee! a human Bean is in a constant state 
of flux and reflux; his component particles move, 
change, disappear, and are renewed; his life is a round 
of exhaustion and repair. Of this repair the brain is 
the soverrign ajint by night and day; and the blood 
the great living material; and digestible food tV in- 
dispensible supply. And this balance of exhaustion 
imd repair is too nice to tamper with; disn't ^ single 
sleepless night, or dinnerless day, write some pallor 
on tiie face, and tell against the buddy? So does a 
single excessive perspiration, a trifling diary, or a cut 
finger, though it takes but half an ounce of blood out 
of the system. And what is the cause of that rare 
ivint — it occurs only to pashints that-canH afford 
docking — Dith from old age? Think ye the man 
really succumms under years, or is mowed down by 
Time? Nay, yen's just Potry an Bosh. Nashins have 
been thinned by the lancet, but niver by the scythe; 
and years are not forces, but misures of events. No, 
Centenarius decays and dies*^ bekase his bodiF ex- 
pinditure goes on, and his bodil' income lessens by 
failure of the reparative and reproductive forces. And 
now suppose bodiF exhaustion and repair were a mer^ 
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matter of pecuniary, instead of vital, economy; what 
would you say to the steward, or housekeeper, who, to 
balance your accounts and keep you solvent, should 
open every known channel of expinse with one hajid, 
and with the other — stop the supplies? Yet this is 
how the Dockers for thirty cinturies have burned th' 
human candle at both ends, yet wondered the light of 
life expired under their hands." 

"It seems irrational. Then in my daughter's case 
you would — " 

"Lookseel A pashint falls sick. What haps 
directly? Why the balance is troubled, and exhaustion 
exceeds repair. For proof, obsairve the buddy when 
Disease is fresh! 

And you will always find a loss of flesh. 

To put it economikly, and then you must understand 
it, been a housekeeper — 

Whatever the Disease, its form, or essence, 
Expinditnre goes on, and income lessens. 

To this sick and therefore weak man, enter a Docker 
purblind with cinturies of Cant, Pricidint, Blood, and 
Goose Greece; imagines him a fiery pervalid, though 
the common sense of mankind through its interpreter 
common language, pronounces him, what he is and 
looks, an * invalid,' gashes him with a lancet, spills out 
the great liquid material of all repair by the gallon, 
and fells this weak man, wounded now, and pale, and 
fainting, with Dith stamped on his face, to th' earth, 
like a bayoneted soldier or a slaughtered ox. If the 
weak man, wounded thus, and weakened, survives, 
then the chartered Thugs who have drained him by 
the bung-hole, turn to and drain him by the spigot j 
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they rake him, and then blister him, and then calomel 
him: and lest Nature should have the ghost of a chance 
to counterbalance these frightful outgoings, they keep 
strong meat and drink out of his system emptied by 
their stabs, bites, purges, mercury, and blisters; 
damdijjits! And that, Asia excipted, was profissional 
Midicine from Blppocrates to Sampsin; Antiphlogistic 
is but a modem name for an ass-ass-inating routine 
which has niver varied a hair since scholastic midicine, 
the silliest and didliest of all the hundred forms of 
Quackery, first rose — unlike Sceince, Art, Eeligion, 
and all true Suns — in the West; to wound the sick; 
to weaken the weak; and mutilate the hurt; and thin 
mankind.^' 

The voluble impugner of his own profession de- 
livered these two last words in thunder so sudden and 
eflfective as to strike Julia's work out of her hands. 
But here, as in Nature, a moment's pause followed the 
thunderclap; so Mrs.Dodd, who had long been patiently 
watching her opportunity, smothered a shriek, and 
edged in a word: "This is irresistible; you have con- 
futed everybody; to their heart's content: and now the 
question is, what course shall we substitute?" She 
meant, *'in the great case, which occupies me." But 
Sampson attached a nobler, wider, sense to her query. 

"What course? Why the great Chronothairmal 
practice, based on the remittent and febrile character 
of all disease; above all, on 

The law of Perriodicity, a law 
Whence Midicine yet has wells of light to draw. 

By Bemittency, I mean th' ebb of Disease, by Per- 
riodicity, th' ebb and also the flow, the paroxysm and 
the remission. These remit and recur, and keep time 
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like the tides, not in ague and remittent fever only, 
as the Profission imagines to this day, but in iH 
diseases from a Scirrhns in the Pylorus t^ a toothache. 
And I discovered this, and the new paths to core of 
all diseases it opens. Alone I did it; and what m]B> 
reward? hooted, insulted, belied, and called a qoac^ 
by the banded school of profissional assassins, who, in 
their day hooted Harvey and Jinner, anthers too of 
great discoveries, but discoveries narrow in their con.^ 
sequences compared with mine. T' appreciate Chrono- 
thairmalism, ye must begin at the beginning; so just 
answer me — What is man?" 

At this huge inquiry whirring up aU in a moment, 
like a cock-pheasant in a wood, Mrs. Dodd sank back 
in her chair despondent Seeing her hors de combat, 
Sampson turned to Julia and demanded, twice as loud, 
"What is Man?" Julia opened two violet eyes at 
him, and then looked at her mother for a hint how to 
proceed. 

"How can that child answer such a question?" 
sighed Mrs. Dodd. "Let us return to the point" 

"I have never strayed an inch from it It's about 
* Young Physic.'" 

"No, excuse me, it is about a young lady. Uni- 
versal Medicine I what have I to do with that?" 

"Now this is the way with them all," cried Samp- 
son, furious; "there lowed John Bull. The men and 
women of this benighted nashin have an ear for any- 
thing; provided it matters nething: talk Jology, 
Conchology, Entomology, Theology, Meteorology, Astro- 
nomy, Deuteronomy, Botheronomy, or Boshology, and 
one is listened to with riverence, because these are all 
far-off things in fogs; but at a word about the great, 
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near, usefol art of Healing, y' all stop your ears; for 
why; your life and dailianhourly happiness depend on 
it But 'no,' sis John Bnll, the knowledge of onr own 
baddies, and how to save onr ownBakin, Beef I mean, 
day by day from disease and chartered ass-ass-ins, all 
that may interest the thinkers in Saturn, but what the 
deevil is it t' us f talk t' us of the hiv'nly buddies, not 
of our own; babble o* comets an' meteors an' Ethereal 
nibulae (never mind the nibulse in our own skulls). 
Discourse t' us of Predistinashin , Spitzbairgen sea- 
weed, the last novel, the siventh vile; of Chrischinising 
the Patagonians on condition they are not to come 
here, and Chrischinise the Whitechapelians; of the 
letter to the Times from the tinker wrecked at Tim- 
buctoo; and the dear Professor's lecture on the pro- 
babeelity of snail-shells in the back-yard of the moon: 
but don't ask us to know ourselves. — Ijjits!!" 

The eloquent speaker, depressed by the perversity 
of Englishmen in giving their minds to e'^ery part of 
creation but their bodies, suffered a momentary loss of 
energy; then Mrs. Dodd, who had long been watching 
lynx-like, glided in. "Let us compound. You are 
for curing all the world, beginning with Nobody. My 
ambition is to cure my girl, and leave mankind in 
peace. Now if you will begin with my Julia, I will 
submit to rectify the universe in its proper turn. Any 
time will do to set the human race right; you own it 
is in no hurry: but my child's case presses; so do pray 
cure her for me." 

''Mai — dear — mad'm; cure her! How on airth 
am I to do that?" 

"At least tell me what her Indisposition is." 
Bard Cwh. J. ^ 
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"Oh! What, didn't I tell you? Well, there's 
nothing the matter with her." 

At receiving this cavalier reply for the reward of 
all her patience, Mrs. Dodd was so hurt, and so nearly 
angry, that she rose with dignity from her seat, lier 
cheek actually pink, and the water in her eyes. Sampson 
saw she was ruffled, and appealed to Julia of all 
people. "There now. Miss Julee," said he, ruefdlly; 
"she is in a rage because I won't humbug her. Poplus 
voolt decipee. I tell you, ma'am, it is not a midical 
case; give me disease and I'll cure 't. Stop, TVL tell 
ye what do; let her take and swallow the Barkton 
Docks' prescriptions, and Butcher Best's, and canting 
Kinyon's, and after those four tinkers there'll be plenty 
holes to mend; then send for me!" 

Here was irony. Mrs. Dodd retorted by finesse; 
she turned on him with a sugared smile, and said: 
"Never mind doctors and patients; it is so long since 
we met; I do hope you will waive ceremony, and dine 
with me en ami." 

He accepted with pleasure; but must return to his 
inn first and get rid of his dirty boots, and pashints. 
And with this he whipped out his watch, and saw 
that, dealing with universal medicine, he had dis- 
appointed more than one sick individual; so shot out 
as hard as he had shot in, and lefr the ladies looking 
at one another after the phenomenon. 

"Well!" said Julia, with a world of meaning. 

"Yes, dear," replied Mrs. Dodd, "he is a little 
eccentric. I think I will request them to make some 
addition to the dinner." 

"No, mamma ^ if you ple^9^, not to put me off so 
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transparently; tell me first the reason you did not ring 
the beU, and bid the servant conduct that man to the 
door, very, very early in the conference? If I had 
interrupted, and shouted, and behaved so, you would 
have packed me off to bed, or somewhere, directly." 

"Don't say * packed,' love. Dismissed me to bed." 

"Ah!" cried Julia, "you are yourself again: that 
privileged person is gone, and we must all mind our 
P's and Q's once more. This is more than natural. 
You would not lay down your character for a single 
person, to take it up again the moment he was gone 
— without a reason. Here is some mystery." Then 
she clasped her hands, and raised them to Heaven, 
just like the best statues; "My own mother has a 
secret; a secret from her Julia. Well, I deserve it." 
This acknowledgment slipped out through speaking 
too fast, and was no sooner uttered than this statuesque 
Hebe hung her head most prosaically, and looked as 
if she could bite her tongue off. 

Mrs. Dodd, with an air of nonchalance, replied to 
the effect that Dr. Sampson was not her offspring; and 
so she was not bound to correct his eccentricities. "And 
I suppose," said she, lazily, "we must accept these ex- 
traorinary people as we find them; and it is time to 
dress for dinner." 

That day her hospitable board was spread over a 
trap. Blessed with an oracle irrelevantly fluent, and 
dumb to the point, she had asked him to dinner with 
maternal adiress. He could not be on his guard 
eternally; sooner or later, through inadvertence, or in 
a moment of convivial recklessness, or in a parenthesis 
of some grand Generality, he would cure her child: 
or, perhaps, at his rate of talking, would wear out all 

6* 
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his idle themes, down to the very "well-beiag of man- 
kind;" and then Julia's mysterious indisposition would 
come on the blank tapis. With these secret hopes she 
presided at the feast, all grace and gentle amily. 
Julia, too, sat down with a little design, but a very 
diflFerent one, viz. of very chilly company, for she 
disliked this new acquaintance cordially, and hated the 
science of medicine. 

The unconscious Object chatted away with both, 
and cut their replies very short, and did strange 
things; sent away Julia's chicken, regardless of her 
scorn, and prescribed mutton: called for champagne 
and made her drink it, and pout; and thus excited 
Mrs. Dodd's hopes that he was attending to the case 
by degrees. 

But, after dinner, Julia, to escape medicine uni- 
versal, and particular, turned to her 'mother, and 
dilated on the treachery of her literary guide, the 
Criticaster. "It said 'Odds and Ends' was a good 
novel to read by the sea-side. So I thought 'then oh, 
how different it must be from most books, if you can 
sit by the glorious sea and even look at it' So I sent 
for it directly, and, would you believe, it was. an 
ignoble thing; all flirtations and curates. The sea, 
indeed! A pond would be fitter to read it by; and 
one with a good many geese on." 

"Was ever such simplicity?" said Mrs. Dodd. 
"Why, my dear, that phrase about the sea does not 
mean anytiiing. I shall have you believing that Mr. 
So-and-So, a novelist, can 'wither fashionable foUy' 
and that 'd painful incident* to one shopkeeper has 
'thrown a gloom' over a whole market-town, and so on. 
Jfow-a-days every third phrase is of this character*, 
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a starling's note. Once, it appears, there was an age 
of gold, and then came one of iron, and then of brass. 
All these are gone, and the age of 'jargon* has suc- 
ceeded." 

She sighed, and Sampson took a "tremendous 
header" off the sea-side novel into the sea of fiction. 
He rechristened that joyous art Feckshin, and lashed 
its living professors. "You devour their three volumes 
greedily," said he, "but after your meal you feel as 
empty as a drrum; there is no leading idea in 'um; 
now, there always is — in Moliire: and he com- 
prehended the mldicine of his age. But what funda- 
mental truth d'our novelists iver convey? All they 
can do is pile incidents. Their customers dictate 
th* article; unideaed melodrams for unideaed girls. 
The writers and their feckshins belong to one species, 
and that^s Hhe non-vertebrated animals;* and their 
midicine is Bosh; why they bleed still for falls and 
fevers; and niver mention vital chronometry. Then 
they don't look straight at Nature, but see with their 
ears, and repeat one another twelve deep. Now, 
listen me! there are the cracters for an 4deaed 
feckshin* in Barkington, and Fd write it, too, only I 
haven't time." 

At this, Julia, forgetting her resolution, broke out, 
"Romantic characters in Barkington? Who? who?" 

"Who should they be, but my pashints? Ay, ye 
may laugh. Miss Julee, but wait till ye see iiiem." 
He was then seized with a fit of candour, and ad- 
mitted that some, even of his pashints, were colourless; 
mdeed, not to mince the matter, six or seven of that 
sacred band were nullity in person. "I can compare 
the beggars to nothing," said he, "but the globules of 
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the Do-Notliings; dee d insipid, and nothing in 

*em. But the others make up. Man alive, Fve got 
*a rosy-cheeked miser,' and an * ill-used attorney,' and 
an * honest Screw,' he is a gardener, with a head like 
a cart-horse." 

'^Mammal mamma! that is Mr. Maxley," cried 
Julia, clapping her hands, and thawing in her own 
despite. 

"Then there's my virgin martyr, and my pnppy; 
they are brother and sister; and there's their father, 
but he is an impenetrable dog — won't unbosom. 
Howiver, he sairves to draw chicks for the other two, 
and so keep 'em goen. By-the-by, you know my 
puppy." 

"We have not that honour. Do we know Dr. 
Sampson's puppy, love?" inquired Mrs. Dodd, rather 
languidly. 

"Mammal — I — I — know no one of that name." 

"Don't tell me! Why it was he sent me here: 
told me where you lived, and I was to make haste, 
for Miss Dodd was very ill: it is young Hardie, the 
banker's son, ye know." 

Mrs. Dodd said, good humouredly, but with a very 
slight touch of irony, that really they were very much 
flattered by the interest Mr. Alfred Hardie had shown; 
especially as her daughter had never exchanged ten 
words with him. Julia coloured at this statement, the 
accuracy of which she had good reason to doubt; and 
the poor girl felt as if an icicle passed swiftly along 
her back. And then, for the first time in her Kfe, she 
thought her mother hardly gracious; and she wanted 
to say she was obliged to Mr. Alfred Hardie, but dared 
not, and despised herself for not daring. Her com-: 
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posture was farther attacked by Mrs. Dodd looking full 
at her, and saying, interrogatively, "I wonder how 
that young gentleman could know about your being 
ill?" 

At this Julia eyed her plate very attentively, and 
murmured, "I believe it is all over the town: and 
seriously too, so Mrs. Maxley says: for she tells me 
that in Barkington if more than one doctor is sent for, 
that bodes ill for the patient." 

"Deevelich ill," cried Sampson, heartily: 

" For two physicians , like a pair of oars , 
Conduck him faster to the Styjjin shores.** * 

Julia looked him in the face, and coldly ignored 
this perversion of Mrs. Maxley's meaning; and Mrs. 
Dodd returned pertinaciously to the previous topic 
"Mr. Alfred Hardie interests me; he was good to 
Edward. I am curious to know why you call him a 
puppy?" 

"Only because he is one, ma'am. And that is no 
reason at all with *the Six.' He is a juveneel pidant, 
and a puppy, and contradicts ivery new truth, bekase 
it isn't in Aristotle and th' Eton Grammar; and her 
such a chatterbox, ye can't get in a word idgeways; , 
and he and his sister — that's my virgin martyr — 
are a farce. He keeps sneerin' at her relijjin, and that 
puts her in such a rage, she threatens 't 'intercede for 
him at the throne.'" 

"Jargon," sighed Mrs. Dodd, and just shrugged 
her lovely shoulders. "We breathe it — we float in 
an atmosphere of it. My love?" And she floated out 
of the room, and Julia floated after. 

Sampson sat meditating on the gullibility of man 

* Garth. 
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in matters medical. This favourite speculation de- 
tained him late, and almost his first word on entering 
the drawing-room was, "Good night, little girL" 

Julia coloured at this broad hint, drew herself up^ 
and lighted a bed-candle. She went to Mrs. Dodd, 
kissed her, and whispered in her ear, "I hate him!" 
and, as she retired, her whole elegant person launched 
ladylike defiance; under which brave exterior no little 
uneasiness was hidden. "0, what will become of 
me!" thought she, "if A^ has gone and told him about 
Henley." 

"Let's see the prescriptions, ma'am," said Dr. 
Sampson. 

Delighted at this concession, Mrs. Dodd took them 
out of her desk and spread them earnestly. He ran 
his eye over them, and pointed out that the mucous 
membrane man and the nerve man had prescribed the 
same medicine, on irreconcilable grounds; and a me- 
dicine, moreover, whose eflFect on the nerves was nil, 
and on the mucous membrane was not to soothe it, 
but plough it and harrow it; "and did not that open 
her eyes?" He then reminded her that all these 
• doctors in consultation would have contrived to agree. 
"But you," said he, "have baffled the collusive hoax 
by winch Dox arrived at a sham uniformity — honest 
uniformity can never exist till sceintific principles ob- 
tain." Then, with a sudden start, he compared her to 
Daniel. He was very fond of comparisons. "Danle," 
said he, "questioned those two elderly blaggrds apart, 
and thin they couldn't agree in a He, ye know, all for 
want of a 'consultashin.' So says you, 'Well done, 
Danle, my lad.'" 
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"My dear friend, I am not so familiar with giants 
as 70a do me the honour to imagine/' 

"Whist! WhistI and you said, TU do a bit 0' 
Danle.'" 

"Oh, quelle horreur!" 

"Listme! All four, been Danled, told y' a dif- 
ferent lie; and disn't that open your eyes? Sceince; 
indeed! Put an easy question t'any real sceince, 
will it sing ye four songs as wide apart as the four 
winds of ELiven? Take a pashint and his case to 
four lawyers, the most abused of all Sceince's sons; 
will they fling him four impident guesses a thousand 
miles wide of each other; and ten thousand from the 
truth?" 

Mrs. Dodd seemed dazzled by this observation, and 
bowed her head in reluctant assent. 

"Ye begin to see through 'em? Now then, post 
nubila Phoebus: that is not donkey Latin, ma'am, but 
the real article, and means, 'After four muddlehids 
see one Saampsin work.' To begin, is the pashint in 
love?" 

The doctor put this query in just the same tone in 
which they inquire, "Any expectoration?" But Mrs. 
Dodd, in reply, was less dry and business-like. She 
started and looked aghast. This possibility had once, 
for a moment, occurred to her, but only to be rejected, 
the evidence being all against it 

"In love?" said she. "That child, and I not 
know it!" 

He said he had never supposed that "£ut I 
thought I'd just ask ye; because she has no bodily ail- 
ment, and the paassions are all counterfeit diseases; 
they are connected, like all diseases, with cerebral in- 
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stability, have their heats and chills like all diseases, 
and their paroxysms and remissions like all diseases. 
Nlistmel You have detected the signs of a slight 
cerebral instability; I have ascertained th' absence of 
all physical cause: then why make this healthy pashint's 
buddy a test-tube for poisons? Sovereign drugs (I 
deal with no other, I leave the nullities to the noodles) 
are either counterpoisons, or poisons, and here there is 
nothing to counterpoison at prisent So Fm for 
caushin, and working on the s^e side th' hidge, and 
that's the mintal; till we are less in the dark. Mind 
ye, young women at her age are kittle cattle; they 
have gusts o' this, and gusts o' that, th' unreasonable 
imps. D'ye see these two pieces pasteboard? They 
are tickets for a ball. 

In Barkton town-hall." 

" Yes, of course I see them," said Mrs. Dodd, dole- 
fully. 

"Well, I prescribe 'em. And when they have been 
taken. 

And the pashint well shaken « 

perhaps we shall see whether we are on the right 
system: and if so, we'll dose her with youthful soceity 
in a more irrashinal forrm; conversaziones, cookey- 
shines, et citera. And if we find ourselves on the 
wrong tack^ why then we'll hark bach 

Stick blindly to 'a course/ the dockers cry, 

But it dees me harm : Then ^twill do good hy-an-h^ 

Where laimed ye that, Echoes of Echoes, say! 

The killer ploughs *a coarse/ the healer *febl8 his wat.^ " 

So mysterious are the operations of the human 
mind, that, when we have exploded in verse meri- 
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toiions as the above, we lapse into triumpli instead of 
penitence. Not that doggrel meets with reverence 
here below — the statues to it are few, and not in 
marble, but in the material itself — But then an Im- 
promptu! A moment ago our Posy was not: and now 
is. With the speed, if not the brilliancy, of lightning, 
we have added a handful to the intellectual dust-heap 
of an oppressed nation. From this bad eminence Samp- 
son then looked down complacently, and saw Mrs. 
Dodd's face as long as his arm. She was one that 
held current opinions; and the world does not believe 
Poetry can sing the Practical; verse and useful know- 
ledge pass for incompatibles; and, though Doggrel is 
not Poetry, yet it has a lumbering proclivity that way, 
and so forfeits the confidence of grave, sensible, people. 
This versification, and this impalpable and unprece- 
dented prescription she had waited for so long, seemed 
all of a piece to poor mamma; wild, unpractical, and 
— oh, horror! — eccentric. 

Sampson read her sorrowful face after his fashion. 
"Oh, I see, ma'afia," cried he. "Cure is not welcome 
unless it comes in the form consecrated by cinturies of 
slaughter. Well, then, give me a sheet." He took 
the paper aud rent it asunder, and wrote this on the 
larger fragment: 

B/ Die Mercar. circa x. hor: vespert: 
eat io moBca ad Aulam oppid : 

Saltet cam xiii canicul: 
pmsertim meo. Dom: reddita, 
6 hora Biatutin : dormiat ad prand : 
Repetat stoltit: pro re nata. 

He handed this with a sort of spiteful twinkle to 
Mrs. Dodd, and her countenance lightened again. Her 
sex will generally compound with whoever can give 
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as well as take. Now she had extracted a real, grave 
prescription, she acquiesced in the ball, though not a 
county one; "to satisfy your whim, my good, kind 
friend, to whom I owe so mnch.'* 



Sampson called on his way back to town, and, in 
course of conversation, praised Nature for her beauti- 
ful instincts, one of which, he said, had inspired Miss 
Julee, at a credulous age, not to swallow "the didly 
drastics of the tinkerin dox.'' 

Mrs. Dodd smiled, and requested permission to con- 
tradict him; her daughter had taken the several pre- 
scriptions. 

Sampson inquired brusquely if she took him for a 
fooL 

She replied calmly: "No; for a very clever, but 
rather opinionated personage." 

"Opininated? So is ivery man who has grounds 
for his opinin. D^ye think, because Dockers Short, 
an' Bist, an' Kinyon, an' Cuckoo, ^n' Jackdaw, an' 
Starling, an' Co., don't know the dire effecks of calomel 
an' drastics on the buddy, I don't know't? Her eye, 
her tongue, her skin, her voice, her elastic walk, all 
tell ine she has not been rdbbed of her vital resources. 
Why, if she had taken that genteel old thief Short's 
rimidies alone, the girl's gums would be sore. 

And heraelf at DitVs door.^ 

Mrs. Dodd was amused. "Julia, this is so like 
the gentlemen; they are in love with argument They 
go on till they reason themselves out of their reason. 
Why beat about the bush; when there she sits?" 
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"What, go t' a wumman for the tratih, when I can 
go t' infallible Inference?" 

**Tou may always go to my David's daughter for 
the truth/' sidd Mrs. Dodd, with dignity. She then 
looked the inquiry; and Julia replied to her look as 
follows: first, she coloured very high; then, she hid 
her face in both her hands; then, rose and turning her 
neck swiMy, darted a glance of fiery indignation and 
bitter reproach on Dr. Meddlesome, and left the apart- 
ment mighty stag-like. 

"Maircy on us!" cried Sampson. "Did ye see 
that, ma'am? Yen's just a bonny basilisk. Another 
such thunderbolt as she dispinsed, and yell be ringing 
for a maid to sweep up the good physician's ashes." 

Julia did not return till the good physician was 
gone back to London. Then she came in with a rush, 
and, demonstrative toad, embraced Mrs. Dodd's knees, 
and owned she had cultivated her geraniums with all 
those medicines, liquid and solid; and only one 
geranium had died of them. 



There is a fascinating age, when an intelligent 
girl is said to fluctuate between childhood and woman- 
hood. Let me add that these seeming fluctuations 
depend much on the company she is in; the budding 
virgin is princess of chameleons: and, to confine our- 
selves to her two most piquant contrasts, by her mo- 
ther's side she is always more or less childlike; but, 
let a nice young fellow engage her apart, and, hey 
presto! she shall be every inch a woman; perhaps at 
no period of her life are the purely mental charac- 
teristics of her sex so supreme in her: thus her type. 
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the rosebud, excels in essence of rosehood the lose it- 
self. 

Hy reader has seen Julia Dodd play both parts; 
but it is her child^s face she has now been turning for 
several pages; so it may be prudent to remind him 
she has shone on Alfred Hardie in but one light; a 
young, but Juno-like, woman. Had she shown "my 
puppy" her childish qualities, he would have despised 
her; he had left that department himself so recently. 
But Nature guarded the budding fair from such a dis- 
aster. 

We left Alfred Hardie standing in the moonlight 
gazing at her lodging. Sudden! But, let slow coaches 
deny it as loudly as they like, fast coaches exist; and 
Love is a passion, which like Hate, Envy, Avarice, &c., 
has risen to a great height in a single day. Not that 
Alfred's was "Love at first sight," for he had seen her 
beauty in the full blaze of day with no deeper feeling 
than admiration; but in the moonlight he came under 
more sovereign spells than a fair face: amongst these 
were her virtues and her voice. The narrative of their 
meeting has indicated the first, and as to the latter, 
Julia was not one of those whose beauty goes out with 
the candle. Her voice was that rich, mellow, moving 
organ, which belongs to no rank nor station; is bom, 
not made, and, flow it from the lips of dairymaid or 
countess, touches every heart, gentle or simple, that is 
truly male. And this divine contralto, full, yet pene- 
trating. Dame Nature had inspired her to lower when 
she was moved or excited, instead of raising it: and 
then she was enchanting. All unconsciously she cast 
this crowning spell on Alfred, and he adored her. In 
a word, he caught a child- woman away fi:om its 
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mother; his flattering captive tamed, pat on com- 
posore, and bewitched him. 

She left him, and the moonlight night seemed to 
blacken. Bat within his yoang breast all was lights 
new light He leaned opposite her window in an 
Elysian reverie, and let the hoars go by. He seemed 
to have vegetated till then, and lo! trae life had 
dawned. He thoaght he should love to die for her; 
and, when he was calmer, he felt he was to live for 
her, and welcomed his destiny with raptare. He 
passed the rest of the Oxford term in a soft ecstasy; 
called often on Edward, and took a sadden and pro- 
digious interest in him; and coanted the days glide 
by and the happy time draw near, when he shoald be 
foar months in the same town with his enchantress. 
This one did not trouble the doctors; he glowed with 
a steady fire; no heats and chills, and sad misgivings; 
for one thing he was not a woman, a being tied to 
that stake. Suspense, and compelled to wait, and wait, 
for others' actions. Meantime, life's path seemed 
paved with roses, and himself to march it in eternal 
sunshine, buoyed by perfumed wings. 

He came to Barkington to try for the lovely prize. 
Then first he had to come down from love's sky, and 
realize how hard it is here below to court a young 
lady — who is guarded by a mother — without an 
introduction in the usual form. The obvious course 
was to call on Edward. Having parted from him so 
lately he forced himself to wait a few days, and then 
set out for Albion Villa. 

As he went along, he arranged the coming dialogue 
for all the parties; Edward was to introduce him; Mrs. 
Dodd to recognize his friendship for her son; he was 
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to say lie was the gainer by it; Julia, silent at first, 
was to hazard a timid observation, and he to answer 
gracefully, and draw her out, and find how he stood 
in her opinion; the sprightly sSair should end by his 
inviting Edward to ^iner. That should lead to their 
inviting him in turn, and then he should have a word 
with Julia, and find out what houses she visited, and 
get introduced to their proprietors: arrived at this 
point, his mind went over hedge and ditch faster than 
my poor pen can follow; as the crow flies, so flew he, 
and had reached the church-porch under a rain of 
nosegays with Julia — in imagination — by then he 
arrived at Albion Villa in the body. Yet he knocked 
timidly; his heart beat almost as hard as his hand. 

Sarah, the black-eyed housemaid, "answered the 
door." 



CHAPTER IV. 

"Mr. Edward Dodd?" 

"Not at home, sir. Left last week.'' 

"For long?" 

"I don't rightly know, sir. But he won't be back 
this week, I don't think." 

"Perhaps," stammered Alfred, "the ladies — Mrs. 
Dodd — might be able to tell me." 

"Oh yes, sir. But my mistress she's in London 
just now." 

Alfred's eyes flashed. "Could I learn from Miss 
Podd?" 

^'La, sir, she is in London along with her maj 
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why, 'tis for her they are gone-, to insult the great 
doctors." 

He started. "She is not ill? Nothing serious?" 

"Well, sir, we do hope not; she is pining a bit, as 
young ladies will." 

Alfred was anything but consoled by this off-hand 
account; he became alarmed, and looked wretched. 
Seeing him so perturbed, Sarah, who was blunt but 
goodnatured, added, "But cook she says hard work 
would cure our Miss of all she ails." 

"Cook is an unfeeling wretch," replied Alfred. 

"JBless your heart, it belongs to her place, or how 
could she skin them rabbits? ha! ha! Who shall I 
say was asking for her? for my work is a bit behind- 
hand." 

Alfred took the hint reluctantly, and drew out his 
card-case, saying, "For Mr. Edward Dodd." She gave 
her clean but wettish hand a hasty wipe with her 
apron, and took the card; he retired, she stood on the 
step and watched him out of sight, said "Oho!" and 
took his card to the kitchen for preliminary inspection 
and discussion. 

Alfred Hardie was resolute, but sensitive. He 
had come on the wings of Love and Hope; he went 
away heavily: a housemaid^s tongue had shod his 
elastic feet with lead in a moment; of all misfortunes 
sickness was what he had not anticipated, for she 
looked immortal. Perhaps it was that fair and 
treacherous disease, consumption. Well, if it was, he 
would love her all the more, would wed her as soon as 
he was of age, and carry her to some soft Southern 
clime, and keep each noxious air at bay, and prolong 
hor life, perhaps save it 
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And now he began to chafe at the social cobwebs 
that kept him from her. But, just as his impatience 
was about to launch him into imprudence, he was 
saved by a genuine descendant of Adam. James 
Maxley kept Mr. Hardie's little pleasaunce trim as 
trim could be, bj yearly contract This entailed short 
but frequent visits; and Alfred often talked with him; 
for the man was really a bit of a character; had a 
shrewd rustic wit, and a ready tongue, was rather too 
fond of law, and much too fond of money; but 
scrupulously honest: head as long as Cudworth^s, but 
broader; and could not read a line. One day he told 
Alfired that he must knock off now, and take a look 
in at Albion Villee; the captain was due; and on no 
account would he, Maxley, allow that there ragged 
box round the captain's quarter-deck: "that is how he 
do name their little mossel of a lawn: and there he 
walks for a wager, athirt and across, across and athirt, 
five steps and then about; and I'd a'most bet ye a 
halfpenny he thinks hisself on the salt sea ocean, bless 
his silly old heart." 

All this time Alfred, after the first start of joyful 
surprise, was secretly thanking his stars for sending 
him an instrument. To learn whether she had 
returned, he asked Maxley whether the ladies had 
sent for him. 

"Not they," said Maxley, rather contemptuously; 
"what do women-folk care about a border, without 
'tis a lace one to their nightcaps; for none but the 
father of all vanity to see. Not as I have ought to 
say again the pair; they keep their turf tidyish — and 
pay ready money — and a few flowers in their pots; 
but the rest may shift for itself Ye see, Master Alfred," 
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explained Haxley, wagging his head wisely, ^'nobody's 
pride can be everywhere; now theirs is in-a-doors; their 
withdrawing-room it's like the Queen's palace, my 
missus tells me; she is wrapped up in 'em, ye know. 
But the captain for my money." 

The sage shouldered his tools and departed. But 
he left a good hint behind him. Alfred hovered about 
the back door next day till he caught Mrs. Maxley; 
she supplied the house with eggs and vegetables. 
"Could she tell him whether his fiiiend Edward Dodd 
was likely to come home soon?" She thought not; he 
was gone away to study. "He haven't much head- 
piece, yon know, not like what Miss Julia have. Mrs. 
and Miss are to be home to-day; they wrote to cook 
this morning. I shall be there to-morrow, sartain, and 
m ask in the kitchen when Master Edward is a 
coming back." She prattled on. The ladies of Albion 
Villa were good kind ladies; the very maid-servants 
loved them; Miss was more for religion than her 
mother, and went to St Anne's church Thursday 
evenings, and Sundays morning and evening; and 
visited some poor women in the parish with food and 
clothes; Mrs. Dodd could not sleep a wink when the 
wind blew hard at night; but never complained, only 
came down pale to breakfast Miss Julia's ailment 
was nothing to speak of, but they were in care along 
of being so wrapt up in her, and no wonder, for if 
there was a duck ! 

Acting on this intelligence, Alfred went early the 
next Sunday to St Anne's church, and sat down in 
the side gidlery at its east end. While the congre- 
gation flowed quietly in, the organist played the Agnus 
Dei of Mozart Those pious tender tones stole over 
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this hot young heart, and whispered, "Peace be^till!" 
He sighed wearily, and it passed through his mind 
that it might have been better for him, and especially 
for his studies, if he had never seen her. Suddenly 
the aisle seemed to lighten up; she was gliding along 
it, beautiful as May, and modesty itself in dress and 
carriage. She went into a pew and Imeeled a minute, 
then seated herself and looked out the lessons for the 
day. Alfred gazed at her face; devoured it. But her 
eyes never roved. She seemed to have put off feminine 
curiosity, and the world, at the church door. Indeed, 
he wished she was not quite so heavenly discreet; her 
lashes were delicious, but he longed to see her eyes 
once more; to catch a glance from them, and, by it, 
decipher his fate. 

But, no; she was there to worship, and did not dis- 
cern her earthly lover, whose longing looks were glued 
to her, and his body rose and sank with the true wor- 
shippers, but with no more spirituality than a piston, 
or a Jack-in-the-box. 

In the last hymn before the sermon, a well-meaning 
worshipper in the gallery delivered a leading note, a 
high one, with great zeal, but small precision, being 
about a semitone flat; at this outrage on her too sen- 
sitive ear Julia Dodd turned her head swiftly to dis- 
cover the offender; and failed; but her two sapphire 
eyes met Alfred's point-blank. 

She was crimson in a moment, and lowered them 
on her book again, as if to look that way was to sin. 
It was but a flash: but sometimes a flash fires a 
mine. 

The lovely blush deepened and spread before it 
juelted away, and Alfred's late cooling heart wanned 
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itself at that sweet glowing eheek. She never looked 
his way again, not once: which was a sad disappoint- 
ment; hat she blushed again and again before the 
service ended, only not so deeply: now, there was 
nothing in the sermon to make her blush. I might 
add, there was nothing to redden her cheek with 
religious excitement. There was a little candid sour- 
ness — oil and vinegar — against sects and low church- 
men; but thin generality predominated. Total: ^'Acetate 
of morphia,'^ for dry soids to sip. 

So Alfired took all the credit of causing those sweet 
irrelevant blushes; and gloated; the young wretch could 
not help glorying in his power to tint that fair statue 
of devotion with earthly Noughts. 

Bat stayl that dear blush, was it pleasure or pain? 
What if the sight of him was intolerable? 

He would know how he stood with her, and on the 
spot He was one of the first to leave the church; he 
made for the churchyard gate, and walked slowly back- 
wards and forwards by it, with throbbing heart till she 
came out 

She was prepared for him now, and bowed slightly 
to him with the most perfect composure, and no legible 
sentiment, except a certain marked politeness many of 
our young ladies think wasted upon young gentlemen; 
and are mistaken. 

Alfred took off his hat in a tremor, and his eyes 
implored and inquired, but met with no further re- 
sponse; and she walked swiftly home, though without 
apparent effort. He looked longingly after her; but 
discretion forbade. 

He now crawled by Albion Villa twice every day, 
wet or dry, and had the good fortune to see her twice 
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at the drawing-room window. He was constant at St 
Anne's church, and one Thursday crept into the aisle 
to be nearer to her, and he saw her steal one swift 
look at the gallery, and look grave; but soon she 
detected him, and though she looked no more towards 
him, she seemed demurely complacent Alfred had 
learned to note these subtleties now, for Love is a 
microscope. What he did not know was, that his timid 
ardour was pursuing a masterly course; that to find 
herself furtively followed everywhere, and hovered 
about for a look, is apt to soothe womanly pride, and 
stir womanly pity, and to keep the female heart in a 
flutter of curiosity and emotion, two porters that open 
the heart's great gate to love. 

Now the evening before his visit to the Dodds, Dr. 
Sampson dined with the Hardies, and happened to 
mention the "Dodds" among his old patients: "The 
Dodds of Albion Villa?" inquired Miss Hardie, to her 
brother's no little surprise. "Albjoi fiddlestick!" said 
the polished doctor. "No! they live by the water-side; 
used to; but now they have left the town, I hear. He 
is a sea-captain and a fine lad, and Mrs. Dodd is just 
the best-bred woman I ever prescribed for, except Mrs. 
Sampson." 

"It is the Dodds of Albion Villa," said Miss Hardie. 
"They have two children; a son; his name is Edward; 
and a daughter, Julia; she is rather good-looking; a 
Gentlemen's Beauty." 

Alfred stared at his sister. Was she blind? with 
her "rather good-looking." 

Sampson was quite pleased at the information. 
"N' listen me! I saved tiiat girl's life when she was 
a year old." 
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"Then she is ill now, doctor," said Alfred, hastily. 
**Do go and see her! Hum! The fact is, her brother 
is a great favourite of mine." He then told him how- 
to find Albion Villa. "Jenny, dear," said he, when 
Sampson was gone, "you never told me you knew 
her." 

"Knew who, dear?" 

"Whom? Why, Dodd's sister." 

"Oh, she is a new acquaintance, and not one to 
interest you. We only meet in the Lord; I do not 
visit Albion Villa; her mother is an amiable world- 
ling." 

"Unpardonable combination!" said Alfred with a 
slight sneer. "So you and Miss Dodd meet only at 
church?" 

"At church? hardly. She goes to St. Anne's: sits 
under a preacher, who starves his flock with moral dis- 
courses, and holds out the Sacraments of the Church as 
the means of grace." 

Alfred shook his head good humouredly. "Now, 
Jenny, that is a challenge; and you know we both got 
into a fiiry the last time we were betrayed into that 
miserable waste of time and temper. Theological dis- 
cussion. No, no: 

Let sects delight to bark and bite, 
For 'tis their nature too : 
Jjet gown and surplice growl and fight, 
For Satan makes them so. 

But let you and I cut High Church and Low Church, 
and be brother and sister. Do tell me in English 
where you meet Julia Dodd; that's a dear; for young 
ladies ^meeting in the Lord' conveys no positive idea 
to my mind." 
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Jane Hardie sighed at this confession. ^'We meet 
in the cottages of the poor and the sick, whom He 
loved and pitied when on earth; and we, His imworthy 
servants, try to soothe their distress, and lead them to 
Him, who can heal the soul as well as the body, and 
wipe away all the tears of all His people." , 

"Then it does you infinite credit, Jane," said Alfred, 
warmly. "Now, that is the voice of true religion; and 
not the whine of this sect, nor the snarl of that 
And so she joins you in this good work? I am not 
surprised." 

"We meet in it now and then, dear; but she can 
hardly be said to have joined me: I have a district, 
you know; but poor Mrs. Dodd will not allow Julia to 
enlist in the service. She visits independently, and by 
fits and starts; and I am afraid she thinks more of 
comforting their perishable bodies than of feeding their 
souls. It was but the other day she confessed to me 
her backwardness to speak in the way of instruction 
to women as old as her mother. She finds it so much 
easier to let them run on about their earthly troubles: 
and of course it is much easier. Ah, the world holds 
her still in some of its subtle meshes." 

The speaker uttered this sadly; but presently, 
brightening up, said, with considerable bon-homie, and 
almost a sprightly air: "But she is a dear girl, and 
the Lord will yet light her candle." 

Alfred pulled a face, as of one that drinketh ver- 
juice unawares: but let it pass: hypercriticism was not 
his cue just then. "Well, Jenny," said he, "I have a 
favour to ask you. Introduce me to your friend Miss 
Dodd. Will you?" 

Miss Hardie coloured faintly. "I would rather not, 
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dear .Alfred: the introduction could not be for her 
eternal good. Julians soul is in a very ticklish state; 
she wavers as yet between this world and the other 
world; and it won't do; it won't do; there is no middle 
path. You would very likely turn the scale, and then 
I should have fought against her everlasting welfare 
— my friend's." 

"What, am I an infidel?" inquired Alfred, angrily. 
Jane looked distressed. "Oh no, Alfred; but you are 
a worldling." 

Alfred, smothering a strong sense of irritation, 
besought her to hear reason; these big words were out 
of place here. "It is Dodd's sister; and he will intro- 
duce me at a word, worldling as I am." 

"Then why urge me to do it, against my con- 
science?" asked the young lady, as sharply as if she 
had been a woman of the world. "You cannot be in 
love with her, as you do not know her." 

Alfred did not reply to this unlucky thrust, but 
made a last effort to soften her. "Can you call your- 
self my sister, and refuse me this trifling service, which 
her brother, who loves her and esteems her ten times 
more sincerely than you do, would not think of refusing 
me if he was at home?" 

"Why should he? He is in the flesh, himself; 
let the carnal introduce one another. I really must 
decline; but I am very, very sorry that you feel hurt 
about it." 

"And I am very sorry I have not *an amiable 
worldling' for my sister, instead of an unamiable and 
devilish conceited Christian." And, with these bitter 
words, Alfred snatched a candle and bounced to bed in 
a foxy. So apt is one passion to rouse up others. 
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Jane Hardie let fall a gentle tear: but consoled 
herself with the conviction that she had done her duty, 
and that Alfred's anger was quite unreasonable, and so 
he would see as soon as he should cool. 

The next day the lover, smarting under this check, 
and spurred to fresh efforts, invaded Sampson. That 
worthy was just going to dine at Albion Villa, so 
Alfred postponed pumping him till next day. Well, 
he called at the inn next day, and if the doctor was 
not just gone back to London! 

"I have no luck," thought Alfred; and wandered 
disconsolate homewards. 

In the middle of Buchanan Street, an agitated treble 
called after him, "Mr. Halfred! hoh, Mr. Halfred!'' 
He looked back and saw Dick Absalom, a promising 
young cricketer, brandishing a document and imploring 
aid. "0, Master Halfred, dooee please come here. I 
durstn't leave the shop." 

There is a tie between cricketers far too strong for 
social distinctions to divide, and though Alfred muttered 
peevishly "Whose cat is dead now?" he obeyed the 
strange summons. 

The distress was a singular ona Master Absalom, 
I must premise, was the youngest of two lads in the 
employ of Mr. Jenner, a benevolent old chemist, a 
disciple of Malthus. Jenner taught the virtues of 
drugs and minerals to tender youths, at the expense of 
the public. Scarcely ten minutes had elapsed since 
a pretty servant girl came into the shop, and laid a 
paper on the counter, saying, "Please to make that up, 
young man." Now at fifteen we are gratified by in- 
accuracies of this kind from ripe female lips: so master 
Absalom took the prescription with a complacent grin, 
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his eye glanced over it; it fell to shaking in his hand; 
chill dismay penetrated his heart; and, to speak with 
oriental strictness, his liver turned instantly to water. 
However, he made a feehle clutch at Mercantile Men- 
dacity, and stammered out, "Here's a many hingre- 
dients, and the governor's out walking, and he's been 
and locked the drawer where we keeps our haulhoppy. 
You couldn't come again in half an hour, Miss, could 
ye?" She acquiesced readily, for she was not habitu- 
ally called Miss, and she had a follower, a languid 
one, living hard by, and belonged to a class which 
thinks it consistent to come after its followers. 

Dicky saw her safe off, and groaned at his ease. 
Here was a prescription full of new chemicals, sovereign, 
no doubt; i.€., deadly when applied Jennerically; and 
the very directions for use were in Latin words he had 
encountered in no prescription before. A year ago 
Dicky Would have counted the prescribed ingredients 
on his fingers, and then taken down an equal number 
of little articles, solid or liquid, mixed them, delivered 
them, and so to cricket, serene: but now, his mind, to 
apply the universal cant, was "in a transition state." 
A year's practice had chilled the youthful valour which 
used to scatter Epsom salts, or oxalic acid; magnesia, 
or corrosive sublimate. An experiment or two by him- 
self and his compeers, with conmients by the coroner, 
had enlightened him as to the final result on the human 
body of potent chemicals fearlessly administered, leaving 
him dark as to their distinctive qualities applied re- , 
medially. What should he do? run with the prescrip- j 
tion to old Taylor in the next street, a chemist of forty 
years? Alas! at his tender age he had not omitted to 
chaff that reverend rival persistently and publicly. 
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Humble his establishment before the King Street one? 
Sooner perish drugs., and come eternal cricketl And, 
after all, why not? Drummer-boys, and powder- 
monkeys, and other imps of his age that dealt de- 
struction, were paid; Mankind acknowledged their 
services in cash: but old Jenner, taught by Philosophy 
through its organ the newspapers that ^^ knowledge is 
riches," was above diluting witii a few shillings a week 
the wealth a boy acquired behind his counter: so his^ 
apprentices got no salary. Then why not shut up the 
old rogue^s shutters, and excite a little sympathy for 
him, to be followed by a powerful reaction on his re- 
turn from walking; and go and offer his own services 
on the cricket ground to field for the gentlemen by 
the hour, or bowl at a shilling on their bails? "Bowling 
is the lay for me," said he; "you get money for that, 
and you only bruise the gents a bit and break their 
thumbs: you can^t put their vital sparks out as you 
can at this work." 

By a striking coincidence the most influential 
member of the cricket club passed while Dick was in 
this quandary. 

"Oh, Mr. Halfred, you was always very good to 
me on the ground; you couldn't have me hired by the 
dub, could ye? for I am sick of this trade; I wants 
to bowL" 

"You little duffer!" said Alfred, "cricket is a re- 
creation, not a business. Besides, it only lasts five 
months. Unless you adjourn to the antipodes. Stick 
to the shop like a man, and make your fortune." 

"Oh, Mr. Halfred," said Dick, sorrowftilly, "how 
can I find fortune here? Jenner don't pay. And the 
crowner declares he will not have it; and the Barton 
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Cliionicle Bays us young gents ought all to be given a 
holiday to go and see one of us hanged by lot; but 
this is what have broke this cameVs back at last; 
here's a dalled thing to come smiling and smirking in 
with, and put it across a counter in a poor boy's hand. 
Oh! oh! ohi" 

"Dick," said Alfred, "if you blubber, Til give you 
a hiding. You have stumbled on a passage you can't 
construe. Well, who has not? but we don't shed the 
brmy about it. Here, let me have a go at it" 

"Ah, I've heard you are a scholard," said Dick, 
"but you won't make out this; there's some new pre- 
paration of Mercury, and there's musk, and there's 
horehound, and there's a neutral salt; and dal histoid 
head that wrote it!" 

"Hold your jaw, and listen, while I construe it to 
you. ^Die MercurUj on Wednesday — decimd hord 
vespertindj at ten o'clock at night — eat in Musca:* 
what does that mean? ^Eat in MuscaV I see; this 
is modem Latin with a vengeance. 'Let him go in a 
fly to the Town-hall. Saltety let him jump — cum 
tredecim caniculis^ with thirteen little dogs — prcesertim 
meoy especially with my little dog.' Dicky, this pre- 
scription emanates from Bedlam direct. ^Domum red* 
dita^ — hallo! it is a woman, then. *Let A^ go in a 
fly to the — Town-hall,' eh? *Let her jump,' no, 
dance, 'with thirteen whelps, especially mine.' Ha! 
ha! ha! And who is the woman that is to do all this, 
I wonder." 

"Woman, indeed!" said a treble at the door; "no 
more than I am; it's for a young lady. 0, jiminy!" 

This polite ejaculation was drawn out by the 
speaker's sudden recognition of Alfred, who had raised 
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Ilis head at her remonstrance, and now started in liis 
turn: for it was the black-eyed servant of Albion Villa. 
They looked at one another in expressive silence. 

"Yes, sir, it is for my young lady. Is it ready, 
young man?"' 

"No, it ain't: and never will," squealed Dick, 
angrily; "it's a vile 'oax; and you ought to be ashamed 
of yourself bringing it into a respectable shop." 

Al£red silenced him, and told Sarah he thought 
Miss Dodd .ought to know the nature of this prescrip- 
tion before it went round the chemists. 

He borrowed paper of Dick, and wrote: 

"Mr. Alfred Hardie presents his compliments to 
Miss Dodd, and begs leave to inform her that he has, 
by the merest accident, intercepted the enclosed pre^ 
scription. As it seems rather a sorry jest, and tends 
to attract attention to Miss Dodd and her movements, 
he has ventured, with some misgivings, to send it back 
with a literal translation, on reading which it will be 
for Miss Dodd to decide whether it is to circulate: 

"*0n Wednesday, at ten p.m. let her go in a fly to 

theTown-haU, andJ""^^^"^'l .„ .. . 

dance with thirteen 1 ^^1^'' ( ^'^"^"^^ ^* "^"'^^ 
(whelps, j 

return home at six a.m., and sleep till dinner, and re- 
peat the folly as occasion serves.'" 

"Suppose I could get it into Miss's hands when 
she's alone?" whispered Sarah. 

"You would earn my warmest gratitude." 

"* Warmest gratitude!' Is that a warm gownd or 
a warm cloak, I wonder?" 

"It is both, when the man is a gentleman, and 
^pretty, dark-eyed, girl pities him and stands his friend." 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



HABD CASH. Ill 

Sarah snuled, and wluBpered, ^^Give it me; TU 
do my best." 

Alfred enclosed the prescription and his note in 
one cover, handed them to her, and slipped a sovereign 
into her hand. He whispered, "Be prudent" 

"Pm dark, sir," said she: and went off briskly 
homewards, and Alfred stood rapt in dreamy joy, and 
so self-elated that, had he been famished like a pea- 
cock, he would have instantly become "a thing all 
eyes," and choked up Jenner^s shop, and swept his 
counter. He had made a step towards familiarity, had 
written her a letter; and then, if this prescription came 
as he suspected, from Dr. Sampson, she would, per- 
haps, be at the ball. This opened a delightful vista. 
Meantime Mrs. Dodd had communicated Sampson's 
opmion to Julia adding that there was a prescription 
besides, gone to be made up. "However, he insists 
on your going to this ball." 

Julia begged hard to be excused: said she was in 
no humour for balls: and, Mrs. Dodd objecting that 
the tickets had actually been purchased, she asked 
leave to send them to the Dartons: "they will be a 
treat to Rose and Alice; they seldom go out: mamma, 
I do so fear they are poorer than people think. 
May I?" 

"It would be but kind," said Mrs. Dodd. "Though 
really why my child should always be sacrificed to 
other people's children 1" 

"Oh a mighty sacrifice!" said Julia. She sat 
down and endosed the tickets to Rose Darton, with 
a httle sugared note. Sarah being out, Elizabeth, 
took it Sarah met her at the gate, but did not an- 
nounce her return; she lurked in ambush till Juli^v 
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happened to go to her own room^ then followed her, 
and^handed Al&ed^s missiye, and watched her slily, 
and, being herself expeditions as the wind in matters 
of the heart, took it for granted the enclosure was 
something very warm indeed; so she said with feigned 
simplicity, "I suppose it is all right now, miss?" and 
retreated swelling with a secret, and tormented her 
fellow-servants all day with innendoes dark as Erebus. 

Julia read the note again and again: her heart 
beat at those few ceremonious lines. "He does not 
like me to be talked of," she said to herself. "How 
good ho is! What trouble he takes about me! Ah! 
he mil be there^ 

She divined rightly, on Wednesday, at ten, Alfred 
Hardie was in the ball-room. It was a magnificent 
room, well lighted, and at present not half filled, 
though dancing had commenced. The figure Alfred 
sought was not there: and he wondered he had been 
so childish as to hope she would come to a city ball. 
He played the fine gentleman; would not dance. He 
got near the door with another Oxonian, and tried to 
avenge himself for her absence on the townspeople 
who were there, by quizzing them. 

But in the middle of this amiable occupation, and, 
indeed, in the middle of a sentence, he stopped short, 
and his heart throbbed, and he thrilled from head to 
foot; for two ladies glided in at the door, and passed 
up the room with the unpretending composure of well- 
bred people. They were equally remarkable; but Alfred 
saw only the radiant young creature in flowing muslin, 
with the narrowest sash in the room, and no ornament 
but a necklace of large pearls, and her own vivid 
beauty. She had altered her mind about coming, with 
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i^logies for her ▼aeillating dispoaitioii bo penitent and 
disproportionate, that her indulgent and unBuspecting 
mother was reallj quite amused. Alfired was not so 
liappy as to know that she had changed her mind with 
his note. Perhaps even this knowledge could have 
added little to that exquisite moment, when, unhoped 
for, she passed close to him, and the fragrant air from 
her brushed his cheek; and seemed to whisper, "Follow 
me and be mj slave!'' 



CHAPTER V. 

HJa did follow her, and, convinced that she would 
be engaged ten deep in five minutes, hustled up to the 
master of the ceremonies and begged an introduction. 
The great banker's son was attended to at once. Julia 
saw them coming, as her sex can see, without looking. 
Her eyes were on fire, and a delicious blush on her 
cheeks, when the M.C. introduced Mr. Alfred Hardie 
with due pomp. He asked her to dance. 

"I am engaged for this dance, sir." 

**The next?'' said Hardie, timidly. 

"With pleasure." 

But when they had got so far they were both 
seized with bashftil silence; and, just as Alfred was 
going to try and break it, Comet Bosanquet, aged 18, 
height 5 feet 4 inches, strutted up with clanking heel, 
and, ^ancing haughtily up at him, carried Jidia off, 
like a steam-tug towing away some fair schooner. To 
these little thorns society ixesAa all anxious lovers, 
but the incident was new to Alfred, and discomposed 
him; and, besides, he had nosed a rival in Sampson's 
Hard Cash. I 8 

Digitized byLjOOQlC 



114 HARD CA6S. 

prescription. So now lie thought to himself, '^thaifc 
little ensign is 'his pnpiy.' " * 

To get rid of Mrs. Dodd he offered to condi^t her 
to a seat She thanked him: she would rather stand 
where she could see her daughter dance: on this he 
took her to the emhrasure of a window opposite where 
Julia and her partner stood ^ >md they entered a circle 
of spectators. 

The hand strode up, and the solemn skating 
began. 

"Who is this lovely creature in white?" asked a 
middle-aged solicitor. "In white? I do not see any 
beauty in white," replied his daughter. "Why there, 
before your eyes," said the gentleman, loudly. 

"What, that girl dancing with the little captain? 
I don't see much beauty in her. And what a rubbishing 
dress." 

"It never cost a pound, making and all," suggested 
another Barkingtonian nymph. 

"But what splendid pearls!" said a third: "can thej 
be real?" 

"Reall what an idea!" ejaculated a fourth: "who 
puts on real pearls as big as peas with muslin at 
twenty pence the yard?" 

"Weasels!" muttered Alfred, and quivered all over: 
and he felt to Mrs. Dodd so like a savage going to 
spring, that she laid her hand upon his wrist, and said 
gently, but with authority, "Be calm, sir! and oblige 
me by not noticing these people." 

Then they threw dirt on her bouquet, and then on 
her shoes, while she was winding in and out hefore 
iheir eyes a Grace, and her soft muslin drifting and 
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flowing like an appropriate dond round a young 



'^A littie starch would make it set out better. It's 
as limp as a towel on the line.^' 

"I'll be sworn it was washed at home." 

"Where it was made." 

"I call it a rag, not a gown." 

"Do let us move," whispered Alfred. 

"I am very comfortable here," whispered Mrs. Dodd. 
"How can these things annoy my ears while I have 
eyes? Look at her: she is by far the best dressed lady 
in the room; her muslin is Indian, and of a quality 
unknown to these provincial shopkeepers; a rajah gave 
it us: her pearls have been in every court in Europe; 
and she herself i^ beautiful, would be beautiful dressed 
like the dowdies who are criticising her: and, I think, 
sir, she dances as well as any lady can, encumbered 
with an Atom that does not know the figure." 

At this, as if to extinguish all doubt, Julia flung 
them a heavenly smile; she had been furtively watching 
them all the time, and she saw they were talking 
about her. 

The other Oxonian squeezed up to Hardie. "Do 
you know the beauty? She smiled your way." 

"Ah!" said Hardie, deliberately, "you mean that 
young lady with the court pearls, in that exquisite 
Indiw muslin, which floats so gracefully, while the 
other muslin girls are all crimp and stiff, like little 
pigs clad in crackling." 

"Ha! ha! ha! Yes. Introduce me." 

"I could not take such a liberty with the queen of 
the ball." 

Mrs. Dodd smiled^ but felt nervous and ill at ease. 

8» 
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She thought to herself, "Now here is A generotui, 
impetnous pest" As for the hostile party, staggered 
at first hj the masculine insolence of young Hardie, it 
soon recoyered, and, true to its sex, attacked him 
obliquely, through his white ladye. 

"Who is the beauty of the ball?" asked one, 
haughtily. 

"I don't know; but not that mawkish thing in limp 
muslin." 

"I should say Miss Hetherington is the belle," 
suggested a third. 

"Which is Miss Hetherington?" asked the Oxonian 
coolly of Alfred. 

"Oh, she won't do for us. It is that little chalks 
faced girl, dressed in pink with red roses; the pink of 
vulgarity and bad taste." 

* At this both Oxonians laughed arrogantly, and 
Mrs. Dodd withdrew her hand from the speaker's arm 
and glided away behind the throng. Julia looked at 
him with marked anxiety. He returned her look, and 
was sore puzzled what it meant, till he found Mrs. 
Dodd had withdrawn softly from him; then he stood 
confused, regretting too late he had not obeyed her 
positive request, and tried to imitate her dignified 
forbearance. 

The quadrille ended. He instantly stepped forward, 
and, bowing politely to the comet, said audioritatively, 
"Mrs. Dodd sends me to conduct you to her. With 
your permission, sir." His arm was ofPered and taken 
before the little warrior knew where he was. 

He had her on his arm, soft, light, and fragrant 
as zephyr, and her cool breath wooing his neck; oh^ 
the thrill of that momenti but her first word was to 
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mA. liim, with considerable anxiety, '^Why did mamma 
leave you?" 

"Miss Bodd, I am the most unhappy of men." 

"No doubt! no doubt F' said she, a little crossly. 
She added with one of her gushes of nal'vet^, "and 
I shall be unhappy too if you displease mamma." 

"What could I do? A gang of snobbesses were 
detracting from — somebody. To speak plainly, they 
were running down — the loveliest of her sex. Your 
mamma told me to keep quiet. And so I did till I 
got a fair chance, and dien I gave it them in their 
teeth." He ground his own, and added, "I think I 
was very good not to kick them." 

Julia coloured with pleasure, and proceeded to turn 
it off; "Oh! most forbearing and considerate," said she; 
"ah, by the way, I think I did hear some ladies express 
a misgiving as to the pecuniary value of my costume; 
ha! ha! Oh — you — foolish — thing! — Fancy 
noticing that! Why it is in little sneers that the ap* 
proval of the ladies shows itself at a ball, and it is a 
much sincerer compliment than the gentlemen^s bom- 
bastical praises; 'the fairest of her sex,' and so on; 
that none but the 'silliest of her sex' believes." 

"I did not say the fairest of her sex; I said the 
loveliest of her sex." 

"Oh, that alters the case entirely," said Julia, 
whose spirits were mounting with the lights and music, 
and Alfred's company, "so now come and be reconciled 
to the best and wisest of her sex; ay, and the beauti- 
fullest, if you but knew her sweet, dear, darling face 
as I do; there she is; let us fly. 

"Mamma, here is a penitent for you, real or 
feigned." 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



118 HARD CASH. 

"Real, Mrs. Dodd," said Alfred. "I had no right 
to disobey 70a and risk a scene. You served me right 
hj abandoning me; I feel the rebuke and its justice. 
Let me hope your vengeance will go no further." 

Mrs. Dodd smiled at the grandiloquence of youth, 
and told him he had mistaken her character. '^I saw 
I had acquired a generous, hot-headed ally, who was 
bent on doing battle with insects, so I withdrew; but 
so I should at Waterloo, or anywhere else where people 
go and put themselves in a passion." 

The band struck up again. 

"Ah!" said Julia, "and I promised you this dance; 
but it is a waltz; and my guardian angel objects to 
the valse k deux temps." 

"Decidedly. Should all the mothers in England 
permit their daughters to romp, and wrestle, in public, 
and call it waltzing, I must stand firm till they return 
to their senses." 

Julia looked at Alfred despondently; he took his 
cue and said with a smile, "Well, perhaps it is a 
little rompy; a donkey's gallop and then twirl her like 
a mop." 

"Since you admit that, perhaps you can waltz 
properly?" said Mrs. Dodd. 

Alfred said he ought; he had given his whole soul 
to it in Germany last Long. 

"Then I can have the pleasure of dropping the 
tyrant. Away with you both while there is room to 
circulate." 

Alfred took his partner delicately; they made just 
two catlike steps forward, and melted into~the old- 
fashioned waltz. 
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It was an exg[ai8it6 moment To most young people 
LoYB comes after a ^eat deal of waltzing. But this 
pair brought the aws^ened tenderness, and trembling 
sensibilities, of two burning hearts, to this their first 
intoxiating whirl. To them therefore everything was 
an event, everything was a thrill — the first meeting 
and timid pressure of their hands, the first delicate 
enfolding of her supple waist by Ids strong arm but 
trembling hand, the delightful unison of their unerring 
feet, the movement, the music, the soft delicious whirl, 
her cool breath saluting his neck, his ardent but now 
liquid eyes seeking hers tenderly, and drinking them 
deep, hers that now and then sipped his so sweetly — 
all lliese were new and separate joys, that linked 
themselves in one soft delirium of bliss. It was not a 
waltz; it was an Ecstasy. 

Starting almost alone, this peerless pair danced a 
gauntlet On each side admiration and detraction 
buzzed all the time. 

'^Beautiful! They are turning in the air." 
"Quite gone by. That's how the old fogies 
dance." 

Chorus of shallow males, "How well she waltzes." 
Chorus of shallow females. "How well he waltzes." 
But they noted neither praise nor detraction: they 
saw nothing, heard nothing, felt nothing, but them- 
selves and the other music, till two valsers k deux 
temps took "a tremendous header" into them. Thus 
smii^y reminded they had not earth all to them- 
selves, they laughed good humouredly, and paused. 

"Ahl I am happy 1" gushed from Julia. She 
blushed at herself, and said severely, "You dance very 
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well, sir:** this was said to justify her uuguarded eja« 
culation, and did, after a fasMon. "I think it is time 
to go to mamma.*' 

"So soon. And I had so mnch to saj to you.** 

"Oh, very well. I am all attention.** 

The sudd^i facility ofiPered set Alfred stammering 
a little. "I wanted to apologize to yon for some- 
thing — you are so good yon seem to have forgotten 
it — but I dare not hope that — I mean at Henley 
- — when the beauty of your character, and your good- 
ness, so overpowered me, that a fatal impulse " 

"What do you mean, sir?" said Julia, looking 
him full in the face, like an offended lion, while, witi 
true feminine and Julian inconsistency her bosom flat- 
tered like a dove. "I never exchanged one word with 
you in my life before to-day; and I never shall again, 
if you pretend thci contrary." 

Alfred stood stupified, and looked at her in piteous 
amazement 

"I value your acquaintance highly, Hr. Hardie, 
now I have made it, as acquaintances are made; but 
please to observe, I never saw you before scarcely; not 
even in church.'* 

"As you please,*' said he, recovering his wits in 
part. "What you say TU swear to." 

"Then I say, never remind a lady of what you 
ought to wish her to forget** 

"I was a fool. And you are an angel of tact and 
goodness.** 

"Oh, now I am sure it is time to join mamma,\ 
said she, in the dryest, drollest, way. "Valsons.^ 

They waltzed down to Mrs. Dodd, exchanging 
hearts at eveiy turn, and they took a good many is 
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the space of a round table, for in troth both were 
equally loth to part 

At two o'clock, Mrs. Dodd resumed common-place 
views of a daughter's health, and rose to go. 

Her fly had played her false, and, being our is- 
land home, it rained buckets. Alfred ran, before they 
could stop him, and caught a fly. He was dripping. 
Mrs. Dodd expressed her regrets; he told her it did not 
matter; for him the ball was now ova:, the flowers 
Med, and the lights darkness visible. 

"The extravagance of these children!" said Mrs. 
Dodd to Julia, with a smile, as soon as he was out of 
hearing. Julia made no reply. 

Next day she was at evening church: the con- 
gr^ation was very sparse. The first glance revealed 
Alfred Hardie standing in the very next pew. He 
wore a calm front of conscious rectitude; under which 
peeped sheep-faced misgivings as to the result of 
this advance; for, like all true lovers, he was half 
impudence, half timidity; and both on the grand 
scale. 

Now Julia in a ball-room was one creature, an- 
other in church. After the first surprise, which sent 
the blood for a moment to her cheek, she found he 
had come without a prayer-book. She looked sadly 
and half reproachfully at him; then put her white 
hand calmly over the wooden partition, and made him 
read with her out of her book. She shared her hymn- 
book with him, too, and sang her Maker^s praise 
modestly and soberly, but earnestly, and quite undis- 
turbed by her lover's presence. It seemed as if this 
pure creature was drawing him to heaven holding by 
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that good book, and by her touching voice. He felt 
good all over. To be like her he tried to bend his 
whole mind on the prayers of the church, and for the 
first time realized how beautiful they are. 

After service he followed her to the door. Island 
home again, by the pailful; and she had a thick shawl 
but no umbrella. He had brought a large one on the 
chance; he would see her home. 

"Quite unnecessary; it is so near." 

He insisted; she persisted; and, persisting, yielded. 
They said but little; yet they seemed to interchange 
volumes, and, at each gaslight they passed, they stole 
a look, and treasured it to feed on. 

That night was one broad step more towards the 
great happiness, or great misery, which awaits a noble 
love. Such loves, somewhat rare in Nature, have 
lately become so very rare in Fiction, that I have 
ventured, with many misgivings, to detail the pecu- 
liarities of its rise and progress. But now for a time 
it advanced on beaten tracks; Alfred had the right to 
call at Albion Villa, and he came twice; once when 
Mrs. Dodd was out. This was the time he stayed 
the two hours. A Mrs. James invited Jane and him 
to tea and exposition. There he met Julia and 
Edward, who had just returned. Edward was taken 
with Jane Hardie's face and dovelike eyes; eyes that 
dwelt with a soft and chastened admiration on his mas- 
culine face and his model form, and their owner felt 
she had received "a call" to watch over his spiritual 
weal. So they paired oft 

Julia's fluctuating spirits settled now into a calm, 
demure, complacency. Her mother, finding this 
strange remedial virtue in youthful society, gave 
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young parties, inviting Jane and Alfred in their tnrn. 
Jane hesitated, but, as she could no longer keep Julia 
from knowing her worldly brother, and hoped a way 
might be opened for her to rescue Edward, she relaxed 
her general rule, which was, to go into no company 
unless some religious service formed part of the enter- 
tainment. Yet her conscience was ill at ease; and, to 
set them an example, she took care, when she asked 
the Dodds in return, to have a clergyman there of 
her own party, who could pray and expound with 
unction. 

Mrs. Dodd, not to throw cold water on what seemed 
to gratify her children, accepted Miss Hardie's invita- 
tion; but she never intended to go, and at the last 
moment wrote to say she was slightly indisposed. The 
nature of the indisposition she revealed to Julia alone. 
"That young lady keeps me on thorns. I never feel 
secure she will not say or do something extravagant 
or unusual: she seems to suspect sobriety and good 
taste of being in league with impiety. Here I succeed 
in bridling her a littie; but encounter a female enthu- 
siast in her own house? merci! After all, there must 
be something good in her, since she is your friend, 
and you are hers; let her pass: I have something more 
serious to say to you before you go there. It is about 
her brother; he is a flirt: in fact, a notorious one, more 
than one lady tells me." 

Julia was silent, but began to be very uneasy; 
they were sitting and talking after sunset, yet witii- 
out candles; she profited for once by that amazing gap 
in the intelligence of "the sex." 

"I hear he pays you compliments; and I have 
seen a disposition to single you out. NoW| my love, 
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you have the good sense to know that, whatever a 
young man of that age says to you, he says to many 
other ladies; hut your experience is not equal to yonr 
isense; so profit hy mine; a girl of your age must never 
be talked of with a person of the other sex: it is fatal; 
fatal! but if you permit yourself to be singled out, 
you will be taied of, and distress those who love you. 
It is easy to avoid injudicious duets in society; oblige 
me by doing so to-night." To show hew much she 
was in earnest, Mrs. Dodd hinted that,, were her ad- 
monition neglected, she should regret for once having 
kept clear of an enthusiast. 

Julia had no alternative; she assented in a Mat 
voice. After a pause she faltered out, "And suppose 
he should esteem me seriously?" 

Mrs. Dodd replied quickly, "Then that would bo 
much worse. But," said she, "I have no apprehensions 
on that score; you are a child, and he is a precocious 
boy, and rather a flirt But forewarned is forearmed. 
So now run away and dress, sweet one: my lecture is 
quite ended." 

The sensitive girl went up to her room with a heavy 
heart. All the fears she had lulled of late revived. 
She saw plainly now that Mrs. Dodd only accepted 
Alfred as a pleasant acquaintance: as a son-in-law he 
was out of the question. "Oh, what will she say when 
she knows all?" thought Julia. 

Next day, sitting near the window, she saw him 
coming up the road. After the first movement of 
pleasure at the bare sight of him, she was sony he 
|iad come. Mamma's suspicions awake at last, and 
here he was again; the third call in one fortnight I 
She dared not risk an interview with him, ardent and 
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mnguarded, under that penetrating eye, wliich she felt 
wonld now be on the watch. She rose hurriedly, said 
as carelessly as she could, "I am going to the school," 
and, tying her bonnet on all in a flurry, whipped out 
at the back door with her shawl in her hand just as 
Sarah opened the front door to Alfred. She then 
shuffled on her shawl, and whisked through the little 
shrubbery into the open field, and readied a path 
.jthat led to the school, and so gratified was she at 
her dexterity in evading her favourite, that she 
hung her head, and went murmuring, *^(>uel, cruel, 
cruel!" 

Alfred entered the drawing-room gaily, with a 
good-sized card and a prepared speech. This was not 
die visit of a Mend but a functionary; the treasurer of 
the cricket-ground, come to book two of his eighteen 
to play against the All England Eleven next month. 
"Ai for you, my worthy sir (turning to Edward), I 
shall just put you down without ceremony. But I 
must ask leave to book Captain Dodd. Mrs. Dodd, I 
come at the universal desire of the club, they say it is 
sure to be a dull match without Captain Dodd. Besides, 
he is a capital player." 

"Mamma, don^t you be caught by his chaff," said 
Edward, quietly. "Papa is no player at all. Any- 
thing more unlike cricket than his way of making 
runs!" 

"But he makes them, old fellow; now you and I^ 
at Lord^s the other day, played in first-rate form, 
left shoulder well up, and achieved -^ with neatness, 
precision, dexterity, and despatch — the British duckV 
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"Misecicorde! What is that?" inquired Mrs. Dodd. 

"Whj, a round 0/' said the other Oxonian, com- 
ing to his friend's aid. 

"And what is that, pray?" 

Alfred told her "the round 0," which had yielded 
to "the duck's-egg," and was becoming obsolete, meant 
the cypher set by the scorer against a player's name, 
who is out without making a run. 

"I see," sighed Mrs. Dodd. "It penetrates to your 
very sports and games. ' And why British?" 

"Oh, * British' is redundant: thrown in by the uni- 
universities." 

"But what does it mean?" 

"It means nothing. That is the beauty of it 
British is inserted in imitation of our idols, the Grreeks; 
they adored redundancy." 

In short, poor Alfred, though not an M.P., was 
talking to put ofiP time, till Julia should come in: so 
he now favoured Mrs. Dodd, of all people, with a 
flowery description of her husband's play, which I, 
who have not his motive for volubility, suppress. 
However, he wound up with the captain's "moral in- 
fluence." "Last match," said he, "Barkington did 
not do itself justica Several, that could have made 
a stand, were frightened out, rather than bowled, by 
the London professionals. Then Captain Dodd went 
in, and treated those artists with the same good 
humoured contempt he would a parish bowler, and, in 
particular, sent Mynne's over-tossed balls flying over 
his head for Ave, or to square leg for four, and, on 
his retiring with twenty-five, scored in eight minutes, 
the remaining Barkingtonians were less funky, and 
made some fair scores," 
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Mrs. Dodd smiled a little iromcally at this tirade, 
bat said she thought she might venture to promise 
Mr. Dodd's co-operation, should he reach home in time. 
Then, to get rid of Alfred before Julia's return, the 
amiable worldling turned to Edward. "Your sister 
will not be back; so you may as well ring the bell for 
luncheon at once. Perhaps Mr. Hardie will join us." 

Alfred declined, and took his leave with far less 
alacrity than he had entered; Edward went down stairs 
with him. 

"Miss Dodd gone on a visit?" asked Alfred, af- 
fecting carelessness. 

"Only to the school. By-the-by, I will go and 
fetch her." 

"No, don't do that; call on my sister instead, and 
then you will pull me out of a scrape. I promised to 
bring her here: but her saintship was so long adorning 
'the poor perishable body,' that I came alone." 

"I don't understand you," said Edward. "I am not 
the attraction here; it is Julia." 

"How do you know that? When a young lady 
interests herself in an undergraduate's soul, it is a 
pretty sure sign she likes the looks of him. But per- 
haps you don't want to be converted; if so, keep clear 
of her. 'Bar the fell dragon's blighting way; but shun 
that lovely snare.'" 

"On the contrary," said Edward, calmly, "I only 
wish die could msk^ me as good as she is, or half as 
good." 

"Give her the chance, old fellow, and then it won't 
be your £»ult if she makes a mess of it Gall at two, 
and Jenny will receive you very kindly, and will show 
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you 70a are in tlie 'gall of bitterness and the bond of 
iniquity.' Now, won't that be nice?" 

"I will go," said Edward, gravely. 

They parted. Where Alfred went the reader can 
perhaps guess; Edward to luncheon. 

''Mamma," said he^ with that tranquillity which sat 
so well on him, "don't you think Alfred Hardie is 
spoony upon our Julia?" 

Mrs. Dodd suppressed a start, and (perhaps to gain 
time before replying sincerely) said she had not the 
honour of knowing what "spoony" meant 

"Why, sighs for her, and dies for her, and fancies 
she is prettier than Miss Hardie. He must h6 over 
head and ears to think that" 

"Fie child!" was the answer. "If I thought so, I 
should withdraw from their acquaintance. Excuse me; 
I must put on my bonnet at once, not to lose this fine 
afternoon." 

Edward did not relish her remark: it menaced more 
Spoons than one. However, he was not the man to be 
cast down at a word: he lighted a cigar, and strolled 
towards Hardie's house. Mr. Hardie, senior, had left 
three days ago on a visit to London; Hiss Hardie re- 
ceived him; he passed the afternoon in calm compla^ 
cency, listening reverently to her admonitions, and 
looking her soffly out of countenance, and into earthly 
affections, with his lion eyes. 

Meantime his remark, so far from really seeming 
foolish to Mrs. Dodd, was the true reason for her 
leaving him so abruptly. "Even this dear slow Thing 
sees it," thought she. She must talk to Julia more 
seriously, and would go to the school at onee. 8h^ 
went up-stairs, and put on her bonnet aild shawl bef<»« 
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the glass; then moulded on her gloves, and came down 
equipped. On the stairs was a large window, looking 
upon the open field; she naturally cast her eyes through 
it, in the Erection she was going, and what did she see 
but a young lady and gentleman coming slowly down 
the paths towards the villa. Mrs. Dodd bit her Up with 
vexation, and looked keenly at them, to divine on what 
terms they were. And the more she looked the more 
uneasy she grew. 

The head, the hand, the whole person of a young 
woman walking beside one she loves, betrays her heart 
to experienced eyes watching unseen: and most female 
eyes are experienced at this sort of inspection. Why 
did Julia move so slowly? especially after that warning. 
Why was her head averted from that encroaching boy, 
and herself so near him? The anxious mother would 
much rather have seen her keep her distance, and look 
him full in the face. Her first impulse was that of 
leopardesses, lionesses, hens, and idl the mothers in 
nature; to dart from her ambush and protect her young; 
but she controlled it by a strong effort; it seemed wiser 
to descry the truth, and then act with resolution: besides, 
the young people were now almost at the shrubbery; 
BO the mischief, if any, was done. 

They entered the shrubbery. 

"To Mrs. Dodd's surprise and dismay they did not 
came out this side so quickly. She darted her eye 
into the plantation; and lo! Alfred had seized liie 
fatal opportunity foliage offers, even when thinnish: 
he held Julia's hand, and was pleading eagerly for 
something she seemed not disposed to grant; for she 
turned away and made an effort to leave him. But 
Mrs. Dodd, standing there quivering with maternal 
Hard Cath, I. 9 
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anxiety, and hot with shame, could not but doubt the 
sincerity of that graceful resistance. If she had been 
quite in earnest, Julia had fire enough in her to box 
^e little wretch's ears. She ceased even to doubt, 
when she saw that her daughter's opposition ended in 
his getting hold of two hands instead of one, and de- 
vouring them with kisses, while Julia still drew her 
head and neck quite away, but the rest of her supple 
frame seemed to yield and incline, and draw softly to- 
wards her besieger, by some irresistible spell. 

"I can bear no more!" gasped Mrs. Dodd aloud, 
and turned to hasten and part them-,^ but even as she 
curved her stately neck to go, she caught the lovers* 
parting; and a very pretty one too, if she could have 
looked at it, as these things ought always to be looked 
at: artistically. 

Julia's head and lovely throat, unable to draw the 
rest of her away, compromised: they turned, declined, 
drooped, and rested one half moment on her captor's 
shoulder, like a settling dove: the next, she scudded 
from him, and made for the house alone. 

Mrs. Dodd, deeply indignant, but too wise to court 
a painful interview with her own heart beating high, 
went into the drawing-room: and there sat down, to 
recover some little composure. But she was hardly 
seated when Julia's innocent voice was heard calling 
*^ Mamma! mamma!" and soon she came bounding into 
the drawing-room, brimful of good news, her cheeks as 
red as fire, and her eyes wet with happy tears; and 
there confronted her mother, who had started up at 
her footstep, and now, with one hand nipping the back 
of the chair convulsively, stood lofty, looking stran^ly 
agitated and hostile. 
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The two ladies eyed one another, silent, yet ex- 
pressive; like a picture facing a statue; but soon the 
colour died out of Julians face as well, and she began 
to cower with vague fears before that stately figure, so 
gentle and placid usually, but now so discomposed and 
stem. 



"Where have you been, Julia?" 

"Only at the school," she faltered. 

"Who was your companion home?" 

"Oh, don't be angry with me! It was Alfred." 

"Alfred! His Christian name! You try my patience 
too hard." 

"Forgive me. I was not to blame this time, in- 
deed! indeed! You frighten me. What will become 
of me? What have I done to be looked at so?" 

Mrs. Dodd groaned. "Was that young coquette 
I watched from my window the child I have reared? 
No face on earth is to be trusted after this. *What 
have you done' indeed? Only risked your own mother's 
esteem, and nearly broken her heart!" And with these 
words her own courage began to give way, and she 
sank into a chair with a deep sigh. 

At this Julia screamed, and threw herself on her 
knees beside her, and cried "Kill me! oh, pray kill 
me! but don't drive me to despair with such cruel 
words and looks!" and fell to sobbing so wildly that 
Mrs. Dodd altered her tone with i^ost ludicrous 
rapidity. 

"There, do not terrify me with your impetuosity, 
after grieving me so. Be calm, child; let me see 
whether I cannot remedy your sad imprudence; and, 
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that I may, pray tell me the whole truth. How did 
this come about?" 

In reply to this question, which she somewhat 
mistook, Julia sobbed out, "He met me c-coming out 
of the school, and asked to s-see me home. I said 
*No thank you,' because I th-thought of your warning. 
'Oh yes I' said he, and would walk with me, and keep 
saying he loved me. So, to stop him, I said, *M-much 
ob-liged, but I was b-busy and had no time to flirt' 
*Nor have I the in-inclination,' said he. 'That is not 
what others say of you,' said I — know what you 
t-told me, mamma — so at last he said d-did ever he 
ask any lady to be his wife? 'I suppose not,' said I, 
*or you woidd be p-p-private property by now instead 
ofp-pubUc.'" 

"Now there was a foolish speech; as much as to 
say nobody could resist him." 

"W-wasn't it? And n-no more they could. You 
have no idea how he makes love; he is so unladylike: 
keeps advancing, and never retreats, nor even st-ops. 
'But I ask you to be my wife,' said he. Oh, mamma, 
I trembled so. Why did I tremble? I don't know. I 
made myself cold and haughty; 'I should make no 
reply to such ridiculous questions; say that to mamma, 
if you dare!' I said." 

Mrs. Dodd bit her lip, and said, "Was there ever 
such simplicity?" 

"Simple I Why that was my cunning. You are the 
only creature he is afraid of; so I thought to stop his 
mouth with you. But instead of that, my lord said 
calmly, 'That was understood; he loved me too well to 
steal me from her to whom he was indebted for me.' 
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Oh, he has always an answer ready. And that makes 
him such a p-pest" 

"It was an answer that did him credit.^ 

"Dear mammal now did it not? Then at parting 
he said he would come to-morrow, and ask you for my 
hand; hut I must intercede with y6u first, or you 
would he sure to say *No.' So I declined to interfere; 
*w-w-what was it to me?' I said. He hegged and 
prayed me; ^was it likely you would give him such a 
treasure as Me unless I stood his friend?' (For the 
h-h-brazen Thing turns humble now and then.) And 
oh, mamma, he did so implore me to pity him, and 
kept saying no man ever loved as he loved me> and 
with his begging and praying me so passionately, oh, 
so passionately, I felt something warm drop from his 
poor eyes on my hand. Oh! oh! oh! oh! What could 
I do? And then, you know, I wanted to get away 
from him. So I am afraid I did just say ^Yes,' but 
only in a whisper. Mamma! my own, good, kind, 
darling mamma, have pity on him and on me; we love 
one another so." 

A shower of tender tears gushed out in support of 
this appeal; and in a moment she was caught up with 
Love's mighty arms, and her head laid on her mother's 
yearning bosom. No word was needed to reconcile 
these two. 

After a long silence, Mrs. Dodd said this would be 
a warning never to judge her sweet child £rom a 
distance again, nor unheard. "And therefore," said 
she, "let me hear from your own lips how so serious 
an attachment could spring up; why, it is scarcely 
a month since you were first introduced at that ball." 
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" Mamma ,*' murmured Julia, hanging her head, 
"you are mistaken; we knew each other before.** 

Mrs. Dodd looked all astonishment 

"Now I will ease my heart," said Julia, impetu- 
ously, addressing some invisible obstacle. "I tell yon 
I am sick of having secrets from my own mother." 
And with this out it all came. She told the story of 
her heart better than I have; and, woman-like, dwelt 
on the depths of loyalty and delicate love she had read 
in Alfred^s moonlit face that night at Henley. She said 
no eloquence could have touched her like it "Mamma, 
something said to me, 'Ay, look at him well, for that 
is your husband; to be.'" She even tried to solve the 
mystery of her soi-disant sickness; I was disturbed by 
a feeling so new and so powerful,* but, above all, by 
having a secret from you; the first; the last" 

"Well, darling, then why have a secret? Why not 
trust me, your friend as well as your mother?" 

"Ah I why, indeed? I am a puzzle to myself. I 
wanted you to know, and yet I could not tell you. I 
kept giving you hints, and hoped so you would take 
them, and make me speak out. But when I tried to 
tell you plump, something kept pull — pull — puUing 
me inside, and I couldn^t Mark my words! some day it 
win turn out that I am neither more nor less than a fool." 

Mrs, Dodd slighted this ingenious solution. She 
said, after a moment's reflection, that the fault of this 
misunderstanding lay between the two. "I rememher 
now I have had many hints; my mind must surely 
have gone to sleep. I was a poor simple woman whp 

* Periiapi eyen thi9 faint attempt at aelf-analytit waa dae to the in* 
flnenoe of Dr. Whately. For, by nature , yoong ladies of this age teldom 
turn the eye inward. 
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thought her daughter was to be always a child. And 
you were very wrong to go and set a limit to your 
mother^s love: there is none — none whatever." She 
added: '^I must import a little prudence and respect 
for the world's opinion into this new connexion*, but 
whoever you love shall find no enemy in me." 

Next day, Alfred came to know his fate. He was 
received with ceremonious courtesy. At first he was a 
good deal embarrassed, but this was no sooner seen 
than it was relieved by Mrs. Dodd with tact and gen- 
tleness. When her turn came, she said, ^^Your papa? 
Of course you have communicated this step to him?" 

Alfred looked a little confused, and said, "No: he 
left for London two days ago, as it happens." 

"That is unfortunate," said Mrs. Dodd. "Your best 
plan would be to write to him at once; I need hardly 
tell you that we shall enter no family without an in- 
vitation firom its head." 

Alfred replied that he was well aware of that, and 
that he knew his father, and could answer for him. 
"No doubt," said Mrs. Dodd; ^^but as a matter of 
reasonable form, I prefer he should answer for him- 
self." Alfred would write by this post "It is a mere 
form," said he, "for my father has but one answer to 
his children, ^Please yourselves.* He sometimes adds, 
^and how much money shall you want? * These are his 
two formula." 

He then delivered a glowing eulogy on his father; 
and Mrs. Dodd, to whom the boy's character was now 
a grave and anxious study, saw with no common satis- 
faction his cheek flush, and his eyes moisten, as he 
dwelt on the calm, sober, imvaiying affection, and 
reasonable indulgence, he and his sister had met with 
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all their lives from the best of parents. Returning to 
the topic of topics, he proposed an engagement. "I 
have a ring in my pocket," said this brisk wooer, look- 
ing down. But this Mrs. Dodd thought premature and 
unnecessary. "You are nearly of age," said she, "and 
then you will be able to marry, if you are in the same 
mind." But, upon being warmly pressed, she half con- 
ceded even this. "Well," said she, "on receiving your 
father's consent, you can propose an engagement to 
Julia, and she shall use her own judgment; but, until 
then, you will not even mention such a thing to her. 
May I count on so much forbearance from you, sir?" 

"Dear Mrs. Dodd," said Alfred, "of course you 
may. I should indeed be ungrateful if I could not 
wait a post for that May I write to my father here?" 
added he, naively. 

Mrs. Dodd smiled, furnished him with writing ma- 
terials, and left him, with a polite excuse. 

"Albion Villa, Sept. 29. 

"My dear Father, 
"You are too thorough a man of the world, and 
too well versed in human nature, to be surprised at 
hearing that I, so long invulnerable, have at last 
formed a devoted attachment to one whose beauty, 
goodness, and accomplishments I will not now enlarge 
upon; they are indescribable, and you will very soon 
see liiem and judge for yourself. The attachment, 
though short in weeks and months, has been a very 
long one in hopes, and fears, and devotion. I should 
have told you of it before you left, but in truth I had 
no idea I was so near the goal of all my earthly hopes; 
there were many difficulties, but these have just cleared 
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Away almost miraculously, and nothing now is wanting 
to my Happiness but your consent It would be afiPect- 
ation, or worse, in me to doubt that you will grant 
it But in a matter so delicate, I venture to ask you 
for something more: the mother of my ever and only 
beloved Julia is a lady of high breeding and sentiments, 
she will not let her daughter enter any family without 
a cordial invitation from its head. Indeed, she has 
just told me so. I ask, therefore, not your bare con- 
sent, of which I am sure, since my happiness for life 
depends on it, but a consent so gracefully worded — 
and who can do this better than you? — as to gratify 
the just pride and sensibilities of the high-minded 
fetmily, about to confide its brightest ornament to my 
care. 

"My dear father, in the midst of felicity almost 
more than mortal, the thought has come that liiis letter 
is my first step towards leaving the paternal roof under 
which I have been so happy all my life, thanks to you. 
I should indeed be unworthy of all your goodness if 
this thought caused me no emotion. 

"Yet I do but yield to Nature's universal law. 
And, should I be master of my own destiny, I will 
not go far from you. I have been unjust to Barkington; 
or rather I have echoed, without thought, Oxonian pre- 
judices and affectation. On mature reflection, I know 
no better residence for a married man. 

"Do you remember about a year ago you mentioned 
a Miss Lucy Fountain to us as *the most perfect gen- 
tlewoman you had ever met?' Well, strange to say, it 
is that very lady's daughter; and I think when you see 
her you will say the breed has anything but declined, 
in spite of Horace and his 'damnosa ^uid nonl* Her 
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brother is my dearest fiiend, and she is Jenny^s; so 
a more happy alliance for all parties was never pro- 
jected. 

"Write to me by return, dear father, and believe me 
"Ever your dutiful and grateful Son, 

"Alfred Hardie.'* 

As he concluded, Julia came in, and he insisted 
on her reading this masterpiece. She hesitated. Then 
he told her with juvenile severity that a good husband 
always shares his letters with his wife. 

"His wife? Alfred!" and she coloured all over. 
"DonH call me names," said she, turning it off, after 
her fashion. "I can't bear it: it makes me tremble. 
With fury." 

"This will never do, sweet one," said Alfred, 
gravely. "You and I are to have no separate ex- 
istence, now; you are to be I, and I am to be you. 
Come!" 

» "No; you read me so much of it, as is proper for 
me to hear. I shall not like it so well from your lips: 
but never mind." 

When he came to read it, he appreciated the deli- 
cticy that had tempered her curiosity. He did not read 
it all to her, but nearly. 

"It is a beautiful letter," said she; "a little pom- 
pouser than mamma and I write. 'The Paternal Eoof!!' 
But all that becomes you; you are a scholar: and, dear 
Alfred, if I should separate you from your papa, I will 
never estrange you from him; oh, never, never. May 
I go for my work? for methinks, most erudite, the 
^^atemal dame,' on domestic cares intent, hath con- 
fided to her offspring the recreation of your highness.** 
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The gay creature dropt bim a curtsey, and fled to tell 
Mrs. Dodd the substance of "the sweet letter the dear 
high-flown Thing had written." 

By then he had folded and addressed it, she re* 
turned and brought her work; charity children's grey 
cloaks: her mother had cut them, and in the height 
of the fashion, to Jane Hardie's dismay; and Julia 
was binding, hooding, etcetering them. 

How demurely she bent her lovely head over her 
charitable work, while Alfred poured his tale into her 
ears! How careful she was not to speak, when there 
was a chance of his speaking ! How often she said one 
thing so as to express its opposite, a process for which 
she might have taken out a patent! How she and Al- 
fred compared heart-notes, and their feelings at each 
stage of their passion. Their hearts put forth tendril 
after tendril, and so curled, and clung, round each 
other. 

In the afternoon of the second blissful day, Julia 
suddenly remembered that this was dull for her mother. 
To have such a thought was to fly to her; and she flew 
so swiftly that she caught Mrs. Dodd in tears, and 
trying adroitly and vainly to hide them. 

"What is the matter? I am a wretch. I have left 
you alone." 

"Do not think me so peevish, love! you have but 
surprised the natural regrets of a mother at the loss of 
her child." 

"Oh, mamma," said Julia, warmly, "and do you 
think all the marriage in the world can ever divide 
you and me — can make me lukewarm to my own 
sweet, darling, beautiful, blessed, angel, mother? Look 
at me, I am as much your Julia as ever; and shall be 
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while I live. It's a son who is a son only till he gets 
him a wife: but your daughter's your daughter, all — 

THE DAYS OP HER LIFE." 

Divine power of native eloquence; with this trite 
distich you made hexameters tame; it gushed &om that 
great young heart with a sweet infantine ardour, that 
even virtue can only pour when young, and youth 
when virtuous; and, at the words I have emphasised 
by the poor device of capitals, two lovely, supple arms 
were minaciously spread out like a soaring albatross's 
wings, and then went all round the sad mother, and 
gathered every bit of her up to the generous young 
bosom. 

"I know it, I know it!" cried Mrs. Dodd, kissing 
her; "I shall never lose my daughter while she breathes. 
But I am losing my child. You are turning to a 
woman, visibly: and you were such a happy child. 
Hence my misgivings, and these weak tears; which you 
have dried with a word; see!" And she contrived to 
smile. "And now go down, dearest: he may be im- 
patient; men's love is so fiery." 

The next day Mrs. Dodd took Julia apart and 
asked her whether there was an answer from Mr. Hardie. 
Julia replied, from Alfred, that Jane had received a 
letter last night, and, to judge by the contents, Mr. 
Hardie must have left London before Alfred's letter got 
there. "He is gone to see poor Uncle Thomas." 

"Why do you call him *poor?' ". 

"Oh, he is not very clever; has not much mind, 
Alfred says, indeed, hardly any." 

"You alarm me, Julia!" cried Mrs. Dodd, "what? 
madness in the family you propose to marry into?" 
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*'01i no, mamma ,*^ said Julia, in a great htmy; 
''no madness; only a litde imbecility." 

Mrs. Dodd^s lip curved at this Julian answer*, but 
just then her mind was more drawn to another topic 
A serious doubt passed through her, whether, if Mr. 
Hardie did not write soon, she ought not to limit his 
sod!s attendance on her daughter. "He follows her 
about like a little dog," said she, half fretfully. 

Next day, by previous invitation. Dr. Sampson 
made Albion Villa his head-quarters. Darting in from 
London he found Alfred sitting very close to Julia 
over a book. 

"Lordsake!" cried he, "here's *my puppy,' and *m' 
enthusiast,' cheek by chowl." Julia turned scarlet, 
and Alfred ejaculated so loudly, that Sampson inquired 
what on airth was the matter now? 

"Oh nothing; only here have 1 been jealous of my 
own shadow, and pestering her who *your puppy' was: 
and she never would tell me. All I could get from 
her," added he, turning suddenly from gratitude to 
revenge, "was — that he was no greater a puppy than 
yourself, doctor." 

"Oh, Alfred, no; I only said no vainer," cried 
Julia in dismay. 

"Well, it is true," said Sampson, contentedly, and 
proceeded to dissect himself just as he would a stranger. 
"I am a vain man; a remarkably vain man. But then 
Tm a man of great mirit" 

"All vain people are that," suggested Alfred, dryly. 

"Who should know better than you, young Oxford? 
Y have got a hidache." 

"No indeed." 

"Don't tell lies now. Ye can't deceive me; man, 
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Fve an eye like a bawk. And what^s that yeVe studying 
with her? Ovid, for a pound." 

"No 5 medicine; a treatise on your favourite organ, 
the brain; by one Dr. Whately." 

"He is chaffing you, doctor," said Edw^ard; "it 
is logic He is coaching her; and then she will 
coach me." 

"Then I forbid the chaff cutting young Pidant 
Logic is an ill plaster to a sore head." 

"Oh, 'the labour we delight in physics pain.'" 

"Jinnyns, Jinnyus; 
Take care o* your carkass ,^ 

retorted the master of doggrel. "And that is a pro- 
founder remark than you seem to think, by your 
grinning, all of ye." 

Julia settled the question by putting away the 
book. And she murmured to Alfred, "I wish I could 
steal your poor dear headaches: you might give me 
half of them at least; you would, too, if you really 
loved me." 

This sound remonstrance escaped criticism by being 
nearly inaudible, and by Mrs. Dodd entering at the 
same moment 

After the first greeting, Sampson asked her with 
merry arrogance, how his prescription had worked? 
"Is her sleep broken still, ma'am? Are her spirits up 
and down? Shall we have to go back t' old Short and 
his black draught? How's her mookis membrin? An 
her biliary ducks, an — she's off like a flash." 

"And no wonder," said Mrs. Dodd, reproachfully. 

Thus splashed Sampson among the ducks: one of 
them did not show her face again till dinner. 

Jane Hardie accompanied her brother by invitation. 
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The general amity was diversified; and the mirth no« 
wise lessened bj constant passages of arms between 
Messrs. Sampson and Alfred Hard^e« 

After tea came the first contretemps. Sampson 
liked a game of cards: he could play, yet talk chrono- 
thermalism, as the fair can knit babies' shoes and 
imbibe the poetasters of the day. 

Mrs. Dodd had asked Edward to bring a frjesh 
pack He was seen by his guardian angel to take 
them out of his pocket and undo them; presently 
Sampson, in his rapid way, clutched hold of them; and 
found a slip of paper curled round the ace of. spades, 
with this written very clear in pencil, 

BEMEMBEB THY CREATOR IN THE DATS OF ' 
THY youth! 

"What is this?" cried Sampson, and read it out 
aloud. Jane Hardie coloured, and so betrayed herself. 
Her "word in season" had strayed. It was the young 
and comely Edward she wished to save from the dia- 
bolical literature, the painted perdition; and not the 
uninteresting old sinner Sampson; who proceeded to 
justify her preference by remarking that "remember 
not to trump your partner's best card ladies," would 
be more to the point. 

Everybody, except this hardened personage, was 
thoroughly uncomfortable. As for Alfred, his face 
betrayed a degree of youthful mortification little short 
of agony. Mrs. Dodd was profoundly disgusted, but 
fortunately for the Hardies, caught sight of his burning 
eheeks and compressed lips. "Dr. Sampson," said she, 
with cold dignity, "you will, I am sure, oblige me by 
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making no more comments; sincerity is not always dis- 
creet; but it is always respectable: it is one of your 
own titles to esteem. 1 dare say," added sbe witb great 
sweetness, "our resources are not so narrow tbat we 
need sbock anybody^s prejudices, and, as it happens, I 
was just going to ask Julia to sing: open the piano, 
love, and try if you can persuade Miss Hardie to join 
you in a duet." 

At this, Jane and Julia had an earnest conversation 
at the piano, and their words, uttered in a low voice, 
were covered by a contemporaneous discussion between 
Sampson and IWtrs. Dodd. 



Jant. No , you most not ask me : 
I have forsworn these vanities. I 
have not opened my piano this two 
years. 

Julia* Oh, what a pity; music is 
so beautiftil; and surely we can 
choose our songs, as easily as our 
words ; ah, how much more easily. 

Jane, Oh, I don*t go so fitr as to 
caU music wicked: but music in 
society is such a snare. At least I 
found it so; my playing was highly 
praised; and that stirred up vanity: 
and so did my singing, with which 
I had even more reason to be satis- 
fied. Snares! snares! 

Julia, Goodness mel I don^t find 
them so. Now you mention it, gen- 
tlemen do praise one, but, dear me, 
they praise every lady , even when 
wo have been singing every other 
note out of tune. The little un- 
meaning compliments of society, 
can they catch anything so great as 
a soul? 

Jane. I pray daily not to be led 
into temptation, and shall I go into 
it of my own accord? 



Sampson, Hum! for all that, young 
ladies* singing is a poor substitute 
for cards, and even for convova- 
tion. 

Mrs, Dodd. That depends upon 
the singer, I presume. 

Sampson. Mai — dear — madam, 
they all sing alike; just as they aU 
write i^ike. I can hardly tell one 
fashionable tune ftom another; and 
nobody can tell one word from an- 
other, when they cut out all the con- 
sonanta. N" listen me. This is what 
I heard sung by a lady last night: 
Ee un Da* ei u aa an oo. 
By 00 eeeeyee aa 

Vaullee, Vaullee, Vaullee, Vanllee, 
Vaullee om is igh eeaa. 
An ell in in is ud. 

Mrs, Dodd. Tbat sounds like 
gibberish. 

Sampson, It is gibberish, but it*s 
Drydenish in articulating months. 
It is: 

He sung Darius great and good 
By too severe a fate 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, ftillen, 
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/utt'o. Not if yoa find it % tempta- FaHen from his high estate, 

tion. At that rate I ought to decline. And weltering in his blood. 

Jam. That doesnt follow. My Mri.Dodd, I think you exagger- 

Gonwsience it not a law to yours. ^. ^ ^, ^^^^ f^^ j^^ ^^^ 

Besides, your mamma said "sing;" ^^^ g^all speak as distinctly to 

and a parent is not to be disobeyed ^^^i^ „ y^^ ^^ j^ eonvessation. 

upon a doubt. If papa were to Sampion (all unconscious of the 

insist on my going to a ball even, ^^p.) ^ime wiU show, madam. At 

or reading a novel , I think I should prfgent they seem to be in no hurry 

obey J and lay the whole case before to spatter us with their word-jeUy. 

^*.?* ,» ^.r I^o«» "<*™« spark of pity linger in 

ilr».Do(W(fromadistance). Come, thei, marble bosoms? or do they 

my dears, Doctor Sampson is getting prefer inaudible chit-chat t' inartic 

so impatient for your song. late mewin? 

Julia, thus pressed, sang one of those songs that 
come and go eveiy season. She spoke the words 
clearly, and with such variety and intelligence, that 
Sampson recanted, and broke in upon the — "very 
pretty" — "how sweet" — and "who is it by?" of 
the others, by shouting, "very weak trash very cleanly 
sung. Now give us something worth the wear and tear 
of your orgins. Immortal vairse widded t' immortal 
sounds; that is what I understand b* a song." 

Alfred whispered, "No, no, dearest, sing something 
suitable to you and me." 

"Out of the question. Then go furthei^ away, dear; 
I shall have more courage." 

He obeyed, and she turned over two or three 
music-books; and finally sang from memory. She culti- 
vated musical memory, having observed the contempt 
with which men of sense visit the sorry pretenders to 
music, who are tuneless and songless among the night- 
ingales, and anywhere else away from ^eir books. 
How will they manage to sing in heaven? Answer 
me that I 

The song Julia Dodd sang on this happy occasion, 
Bard Cash, /. 10 
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to meet the humble but heterogeneous views of Messrs 
Sampson and Hardie, was a simple eloquent Irish song, 
called Aileen aroon. Whose history, by-the-by, was a 
curious one. Early in this century it occurred to some- 
body to hymn a son of George the Third for his double 
merit in having been bom, and going to a balL People, 
who thus apply the fine arts in modem days, are sel- 
dom artists; accordingly, this parasite could not invent 
a melody; so he coolly stole Aileen aroon, soiled it by 
inserting sordid and incongruous jerks into the refrain, 
and called the stolen and adulterated article Bobin 
Adair. An artisan of the same kidney was soon found 
to write words down to the degraded ditty: and, so 
strong is Flunkeyism, and so weak is Criticism, in 
these islands, that the polluted tune actually superseded 
the clean melody; and this sort of thing — 

Who was in nniform at the ball? 

Silly Billy. 

smothered the immortal lines. 

But Mrs. Dodd's severe taste in music rejected 
those ignoble jerks, and her enthusiastic daughter 
having the option to hymn immortal Constancy or 
mortal Fat, decided thus: 

When like the early rose, 

Aileen aroon, 
Beauty in childhood glows, 

Aileen aroon, 
When like a diadem, 
Bnds blnsh around the stem. 
Which is the fairest gem? 

Aileen aroon. 

Is it the laughing eye? 

Aileen aroon. 
It it the timid sigh? 

Aileen aroon. 
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Is it the tender tone, 

Soft as the stringed harp's moan? 

No; it is Troth i^one, 

Aileen aroon. 

I know a yalley fair, 

Aileen aroon, 
I know a cottage there, 

Aileen aroon. 
Par in that yalley's shade, 
I know a gentle maid, 
Flower of the hazel glade, 

Aileen' aroon. 

Who in the song so sweet? 

Aileen aroon. 
Who in the dance so fleet? 

Aileen aroon. 
Dear are her charms to me, 
Dearer her laoghter free, 
Dearest her constancy, 

Aileen aroon. 

Youth most with time decay, 

Aileen aroon, 
Beaaty most fade away, 

Aileen aroon. 
Castles are sacked in war. 
Chieftains are scattered far. 
Truth is a fixed star, 

Aileen aroon. 



THe way the earnest singer sang these lines is 
beyond the conception of ordinary singers, public or 
private. Here one of nature^s orators spoke poetry to 
music with an eloquence as fervid and delicate as ever 
rung in the Forum. She gave each verse with the 
same just variety as if she had been reciting, and, 
when she came to the last, where the thought rises ab- 
ruptly, and is truly noble, she sang it with the sudden 
pathos, the weight, and the swelling majesty, of a 
trufhful soul hymning truth with all its powers. 

10» . . . 
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All the hearers, even Sampson, were thrilled, 
astonished, spell-bound: so can one wave of immortal 
music and immortal verse (alas! how seldom they 
meet I) heave the inner man wl^n genius interprets. 
Judge, then, what it was to Alfred, to whom, with 
these great words and thrilling tones of her rich, swell- 
ing, ringing voice, the darling of his own heart vowed 
constancy, while her inspired face beamed on him like 
an angeVs. 

Even Mrs. Dodd, though acquainted with the song, 
and with her daughter's rare powers, gazed at her now 
with some surprise, as well as admiration, and kept a 
note Sarah had brought her, open, but unread, in her 
hand, unable to take her eyes from the inspired song- 
stress. However, just before the song ended, she did 
just glance down, and saw it was signed Richard 
Hardie. On this her eye devoured it; and in one 
moment she saw that the writer declined, politely but 
peremptorily, the proposed alliance between his son 
and her daughter. 

The mother looked up from this paper at that 
living radiance and incarnate melody in a sort of 
stupor: it seemed hardly possible to her that a pro- 
vincial banker could refuse an alliance with a creature 
so peerless as that. But so it was; and despite her 
habitual self-government, Mrs. Dodd's white hand 
clenched ,the note till her nails dented it; and she red- 
dened to the brow with anger and mortification. 

Julia, whom she had trained never to monopolise 
attention in society, now left the piano in spite of re- 
monstrance, and soon noticed her mother's £ftce; for 
from red it had become paler than usnaL "Are you 
unwell, dear?" said she, sotto voce. 
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"No, love." 

"Is there anything the matter, then?" 

"Hush! We have guests: our first duiy is to 
theuL" With this Mrs. Dodd rose, and, endeavouring 
not to look at her daughter at all, went round and 
drew each of her guests out in turn. It was the very 
heroism of courtesy; for their presence was torture to 
her. At last, to h^ infinite relief, they went, and she 
was left alone with her children. She sent the servants 
to bed, saying she would imdress Miss Dodd: and 
accompanied her to her room. There the first thing 
she did, was to lock the door; and the next was to 
turn round and look at her full. 

"I always thought you the most lovable child I 
ever saw; but I never a^nired you as I have to-night; 
my noble, my beautiful daughter, who would grace the 
highest ^unUy in England.^' With this, Albs. Dodd 
began to choke, and kissed Julia eagerly with the 
tears in her eyes, and drew her with tender defiance 
to her bosom. 

"My own mamma," said Julia, softly, "what has 
happened?" 

"My darling," said Mrs. Dodd, trembling a little, 
"have you pride? have you spirit?" 

"I think I have." 

"I hope so: for you wiU need them both. Read 
that!" And she offered Mr. Bardie's letter with 
averted head. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
Julia took Mr. Hardie^B note and read it: 

*^ Madam, — 
"I have received a very juvenile letter from my 
son, by which I learn he has formed a sudden attach- 
ment to your daughter. He tells me, however, at the 
same time, that you await my concurrence before 
giving your consent. I appreciate your delicacy; and 
it is with considerable regret I now write to inform 
you this match is out of the question. I have thought 
it due to you to communicate this to yourself and 
without delay, and feel sure that you will, under the 
circumstances, discountenance my son^s further visits 
at your house. 

"lam, 

"Madam, 
"With sincere respect, 
"Your faithful servant, 

"Richard Hakdie." 

Julia read this letter, and re-read it in silence. It 
was an anxious moment to the mother. 

"Shall our pride be less than this parvenu^s?*' she 
faltered. "Tell me yourself, what ought we to do?" 

"What we ought to do is, never to let the name of 
Hardie be mentioned again in this house." 

This reply was very comforting to Mrs. Dodd. 

"Shall I write to him, or do you feel strong 
enough?" 



Digitized 



by Google 



»AKD CASH. 151 

"I feel that, if I do, -I may affiront him. He had 
no right to pretend that his father would consent. You 
write, and then we shall not lose our dignity though 
we are insulted." 

"I feel so weary, mamma. Life seems ended." 

"I could have loved him well. And now show me 
how to tear him out of my heart; or what will hecome 
of me?" 

While Mrs. Dodd wrote to Alfred Hardie, Julia 
sank down and laid her head on her mother's knees. 
ITie note was shown her; she approved it languidly. 
A long and sad conversation followed; and, after kiss- 
ing her mother and clinging to her, she went to hed 
chilly and listless, hut did not shed a single tear. 
Her young heart was benumhed by the unexpected 
blow. 

Next morning early, Alfred Hardie started gaily 
to spend the day at Albion Villa. Not a hundred 
yards from the gate he met Sarah, with Mrs. Dodd's 
letter, enclosing a copy of his father's to her. Mrs. 
Dodd here reminded him that his visits had been 
encouraged only upon a misapprehension of his father^s 
sentiments; for which misapprehension he was in some 
degree to blame: not that she meant to reproach him 
on that score, especially at this unhappy moment: no, 
she rather blamed herself for listening to the sanguine 
voice of youth; but the error must now be repaired. 
Bhe and Julia would always wish him well, and esteem 
him, provided he made no further attempt to compro- 
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mise a young lady who could not be his wife. The 
note concluded thus: 

"Individually I think I have some right to count 
on your manly and gentlemanly feeling to hold no 
communication with my daughter, and not in any 
way to attract her attention, under the present circum- 
stances. 

"I am, 

"Dear Mr. Alfred Hardie 
"With many regrets at the pain I fear 
"I am giving you, 
"Your sincere friend and well-wisher, 

"Lucy Dodd." 

Alfred on reading this letter literally staggered: 
but proud and sensitive, as well as loving, he manned 
himself to hide his wound from Sarah, whose black 
eyes were bent on him in merciless scrutiny. He said 
doggedly, though tremulously, "Very well!" then 
turned quickly on his heel, and went slowly home. 
Mrs. Dodd, with well-feigned indifference, questioned 
Sarah privately: the girl's account of the abrupt way 
in which he had received the missive, added to her 
anxiety. She warned the servants that no one was at 
home to Mr. Alfred Hardie. 

Two days elapsed, and then she received a letter 
from him. Poor fellow, it was the eleventh. He had 
written and torn up ten. 

"Dear Mrs. Dodd, 
"I have gained some victories in my life; but not 
one without two defeats to begin with-, how then can 
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I expect to obtain such a prize as dear Julia without 
a check or two? Ton need not fear that I shall in- 
trude after your appeal to me as a gentleman: but I 
am not going to give in because my father has written 
a hasty letter from Yorkshire. He and I must have 
many a talk face to face before I consent to be miser- 
able for life. Dear Mrs. Dodd, at first receipt of your 
cruel letter, so kindly worded, I was broken-hearted; 
but now I am myself again: difficulties are made for 
ladies to yield to, and for men to conquer. Only for 
pity's sake do not you be my enemy: do not set her 
against me for my father's fault. Think, if you can, 
how my heart bleeds at closing this letter without one 
word to her I love, better, a thousand times better, 
than my life. 

"I am, 

"Dear Mrs. Dodd, 

"Yours sorrowfully, 

"but not despairing, 

"Alfred Hardib." 

Mrs. Dodd kept this letter to herself. She could 
not read it quite unmoved, and therefore she felt sure 
it would disturb her daughter's heart the more. 

Alfred had now a soft but dangerous antagonist in 
Mrs. Dodd. All the mother was in arm's to secure her 
daughter's happiness cotite que cotite! and the surest 
course seemed to be to detach her affections from 
Alfred. What hope of a peaceftd heart without this? 
and what real happiness without peace? But, too wise 
and calm to interfere blindly, she watehed her daughter 
day and night, to find whether Love or Pride was the 
stronger: and this is what she observed: 
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Julia never mentioned Alfred. She sought occu- 
pation eagerly: came oftener than usual for money, 
saying it was for "Luxury." She visited the poor 
more constantly, taking one of the maids with her, at 
Mrs. Dodd^s request She studied Logic with Edward 
She went to hed rather early, fatigued, it would ap- 
pear, hy her activity: and she gave tha clue to her 
own conduct one day: "Mamma," said she, "nohody 
is downright unhappy who is good." 

Mrs. Dodd noticed also a certain wildness and 
almost violence, with which she threw herself into her 
occupations: and a worn look about the eyes that told 
of a hidden conflict. On the whole Mrs. Dodd was 
hopeful; for she had never imagined the cure would 
be speedy or easy. To see her child on the right 
road was much. Only the great healer Time could 
"medicine her to that sweet peace which once slie 
owned;" and even Time cannot give her back her 
childhood, thought the mother, with a sigh. 

One day came an invitation to an evening party at 
a house where they always wound up with dancing. 
Mrs. Dodd was for declining as usual; for since that 
night Julia had shunned parties. "Give me the sor- 
rows of the poor and afflicted," was her cry; "the 
gaiety of the hollow world jars me more than I can 
bear." But now she caught with a sort of eagerness 
at this invitation. "Accept. They shall not say I am 
wearing the willow." 

"My brave girl!" said Mrs. Dodd, joyfully, "I 
would not press it; but you are right; we owe it to 
ourselves to outface scandal. Still, let there be no 
precipitation; we must not undertake beyond our 
strength." 
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"Try me to-night," said Julia; "you don't know 
what I can do. I dare say he is not pining for me." 

She was the life and soul of the party, and, indeed, 
so feverishly brilliant, that Mrs. Dodd said softly to 
her, "Gently love; moderate your spirits, or they will 
deceive our Mends as little as they do me." 

Meantime it cost Alfred Hardie a severe struggle 
to keep altogether aloof from Julia. In fact, it was 
a state of daily self-denial, to which he would never 
have committed himself, but that he was quite sure he 
could gradually win his father over. At his age we 
are apt to count without our antagonist. 

Mr. Eichard Hardie was "a long-headed man." He 
knew the consequence of giving one's reasons; eternal 
discussion ending in war. He had taken care not to 
give any to Mrs. Dodd, and he was as guarded and 
reserved with Alfred. The young man begged to know 
the why and the wherefore, and, being repulsed, em- 
ployed all his art to elicit them by surprise, or get at 
them by inference: but all in vain; Hardie senior was 
impenetrable; and inquiry, petulance, tenderness, logic, 
were all shattered on him as the waves break on Ailsa 
Craig. 

Thus began dissension, decently conducted at first, 
between a father indulgent hitherto, and an affection- 
ate son. 

In this unfortunate collision of two strong and 
kindred natures, every advantage was at present on 
the father's side; age, experience, authority, resolution, 
hidden and powerfol motives, to which my reader even 
has no clue as yet; a purpose immutable and con- 
cealed. Add to these a colder nature and a far colder 
affection; for Alfred loved his father dearly. 
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At last, one day, the impetuous one lost his self- 
eommand, and said he was a son, not a slave, and had 
little respect for Authority when afraid or ashamed to 
appeal to Eeason. Hardie senior turned on him with 
a gravity and dignity no man could wear mor© na- 
turally. "Alfred, have I heen an unkind father to jou 
all these years?" 

"Oh no, father, no; I have said nothing that can 
he so construed. And that is the mystery to me; you 
are acting quite out of character." 

"Have I been one of those interfering, pragmatical 
fathers who cannot let their children enjoy themselves 
their own way?" 

"No, sir; you have never interfered, except to pay 
for anything I wanted." 

"Then make the one return in your power, young 
man; have a little faith in such a father, and believe 
that he does not interfere now but for your good, and 
under a stem necessity; and that when he does inter- 
fere for once, and say, Hhis thing shall not be,^ it 
shall not be — by Heaven!" 

Alfred was overpowered by the weight and so- 
lemnity of this. Sorrow, vexation, and despondency 
all rushed into his heart together, and unmanned him 
for a moment; he buried his face in his hands, and 
something very like a sob burst from his young heart 
At this Hardie senior took up the newspaper with im- 
perturbable coldness, and wore a slight curl of the lip. 
All this was hardly genuine, for he was not altogether 
unmoved; but he was a man of rare self-command, 
and chose to impress on Alfred that he was no more 
to be broken or melted than a mere rock. 

It is always precarious to act a part; and tbiB 
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Cynicism was rather able than wise: Alfred looked 
up and watched him keenly as he read the monetary 
article with tranquil interest; and then, for the first 
time in his life, it flashed into the young man^s mind 
that his father was not a father. "I never knew him 
till now," thought he. "This man is atrro^yo?."* 

Thus a gesture, so to speak, sowed the first seed 
of downright disunion in Richard Hardie's house — 
disunion, a fast growing plant, when men set it in the 
soil of the passions. 

Alfred, unlike Julia, had no panacea. Had any 
lips, except perhaps hers, told him that "to be good 
is to be hiappy here below," he would have replied, 
"Negatur; contradicted by daily experience." It never 
occurred to him therefore to go out of himself, and 
sympathise with the sordid sorrows of the poor, and 
their bottomless egotism in contact with the well to 
do. He brooded on his own love, and his own unhap- 
piness, and his own father's cruelty. His nights were 
sleepless, and his days leaden. He tried hard to read 
for his first class, but for once even ambition failed: it 
ended in flinging books away in despair. He wandered 
about dreaming and hoping for some change, and bit- 
terly regretting his excessive delicacy, which had tied 
his own hands and brought him to a stand-still. He 
lost his colour and what little flesh he had to lose: for 
such young spirits as this are never plump. In a 
word, being now strait-jacketed into feminine inactivity, 
while void of feminine patience, his ardent heart was 
pining and fretting itself out He was in this con- 
dition, when one day Peterson, his Oxonian friend, 
burst in on him open-mouthed with delight, and, as 
* Without boweU of afPsctlon, 
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usual with bright spirits of this calibre, did not even 
notice his friend^s sadness. ''Cupid had dapped him 
on the shoulder/' as Shakespeare hath it; and it was a 
deal nicer than the bum-bailiff rheumatism. 

"Oh, such a divine creature! Met her twice; you 
know her by sight; her name is Dodd. But I don't 
care; it shall be Peterson; the rose by any other 
name, &c.'' Then followed a rapturous description of 
the lady's person, well worth omitting. "And such a 
jolly girl! brightens them all up wherever she goes; 
and such a dancer; did the catchouka with a little 
Spanish bloke Bosanquet has got hold of, and made 
his black bolus eyes twinkle like midnight cigars: 
danced it with castanets, and smiles, and such a what 
d'ye call 'em, my boy, you know; such a *go.'" 

"You mean such an 'abandon,'" groaned Alfred, 
turning sick at heart. 

"That's the word. Twice the spirit of Duvemay, 
and ten times the beauty. But just you hear her sing, 
that is all; Italian, French, German, English even." 

"Plaintive songs?" 

"Oh, whatever they ask for. Make you laugh or 
make you cry — to order; never says no. Just smiles 
and sits down to the music-box. Only she won't smg 
two running: they have to stick a duffer in between. 
I shall meet her again next week; will you come? 
Any friend of mine is welcome. Wish me joy, old 
fellow; Pm a gone coon." 

This news put Alfred in a phrensy of indignation 
and fear. Julia dancing the catchouka! Julia a joUy 
girl! Julia singing songs pathetic or merry, whichever 
were asked for! The heardess one! He cidled to mind 
all he had read in the classics, and elsewhere, about 
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the fickleness of woman. But this impression did not 
last long; he recalled Julians character, and all the 
signs of a love tender and true she had given him; he 
read her by himself, and, lover like, laid all the blame 
on another. It was all her cold-blooded mother. "Fool 
that I have been. I see it all now. She appeals to 
my delicacy to keep away; then she goes to Julia and 
says, *See, he deserts you at a word from his father. 
Be proud, be gay! He never loved you; marry an- 
other.' The shallow plotter forgets that whoever she 
does marry Til kiU. How many unsuspicious girls have 
these double-faced mothers deluded so? They do it in 
half the novels, especially in those written by women; 
and why? because these know the perfidy and men- 
dacity of their sex better than we do; they see them 
nearer, and with their souls undrest. War! Mrs. Dodd, 
war to the death! From this moment I am alone in 
the world with her. I have no friend but Alfred 
Hardie: and my bitterest enemies are my cold-blooded 
father, and her cold-blooded mother." 

The above sentences, of course, were never uttered. 
But they represent his thoughts accurately, though in 
a condensed form, and are, as it were, a miniature of 
this young heart boiling over. 

From that moment he lay in wait for her, and 
hovered about the house day and night, determined 
to appeal to her personally, and undeceive her, and 
baffle her mother's treachery. But at this game he 
was soon detected: Mrs. Dodd lived on the watch now. 
Julia, dressed to go out, went to the window one after- 
noon to look at the weather; but retreated somewhat 
hastily and sat down on the sofa. 
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"You flutter, darling," said Mrs. Dodd. "Ah, he 
is there." 

"Yes." 

"You had better take oflP your things." 

"Oh yes. I tremble at the thoughts of meeting 
him. Mamma, he is changed, sadly changed. Poor, 
poor Alfred!" She went to her own room and prayed 
for him. She informed the Omniscient that, though 
much greater and better in other respects than she 
was, he had not Patience. She prayed, with tears, 
that he might have Christian patience granted: him 
from on high. 

"Heart of stone! she shuns me," said Alfred, out- 
side. He had seen her in her bonnet. 

Mrs. Dodd waited several days to see whether this 
annoyance would not die of itself: waiting was her 
plan in most things. Finding he was not to be tired 
out, she sent Sarah out to him with a note carefcdlj 
sealed. 

"Mr. Alfred Hardie, is it generous to confine my 
daughter to the house? 

"Yours regretfully, 
"Lucy Dodd." 

A line came back instantly in pencil 

"Mrs. Dodd, — Is all the generosity and all the 
good faith to be on one side? 

"Yours in despair, 

"Alfred Hardie." 

Mrs. Dodd coloured faintly: the reproach pricked 
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ber, but did not move her. She sat quietly dowu that 
moment, and wrote to a friend in London, to look out 
for a famished villa in a healthy part of the suburbs, 
with immediate possession. "Circumstances," said she, 
*^ making it desirable we should leave Barkington im- 
mediately, and for some months." 

The Bosanquets gave a large party; Mrs. and Miss 
Dodd were there. The latter was playing a part in a 
charade to the admiration of all present, when in came 
Mr. Peterson, introducing his friend, Alfred Hardie. 

Julia caught the name, and turned a look of alarm 
on her mother: but went on acting. 

Presently she caught sight of him at some distance. 
He looked very pale, and his glittering eye was fixed 
on her with a sort of stem wonder. 

Such a glance from fiery eyes, that had always 
dwelt tenderly on her till then, struck her like a 
weapon. She stopped short, and turned red and pale 
by turns, "There, that is nonsense enough," said she 
bitterly, and went and sat by Mrs. Dodd. The gentle- 
men thronged round her with compliments, and begged 
her to sing. She excused herself. Presently she heard 
an excited voice, towards which she dared not look; it 
was inquiring whether any lady could sing Aileen 
Aroon. With every desire to gratify the yoimg 
millionaire nobody knew Aileen Aroon, nor had ever 
heard of it 

"Oh, impossible!" cried Alfred. "Why it is in 
praise of Constancy, a virtue ladies shine in: at least 
they take credit for it." 

"Mamma," whispered Julia, terrified, "get me 
away, or there will be a scene. He is reckless." 

Uard Caih. I 11 
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*^Be calm^ loye," said Mrs. Dodd, ''there sliall be 
none.** She rose and glided up to Alfred Hardie, 
looked coldly in his face; then said with external 
politeness and veiled contempt, ''I will attempt the 
song, sir, since you desire it*' She waved her hand, 
and he followed her sulkily to the piano. She sang 
Aileen Aroon, not with her daughter's eloquence, but 
with a purity and mellowness that charmed the room: 
they had never heard the genius sing it. 

As spirits are said to overcome the man at whose 
behest they rise, so this sweet air, and the gush of 
reminiscence it awakened, overpowered him who had 
evoked them; Alfred put his hand unconsciously to 
his swelling heart, cast one look of anguish at Julia, 
and hurried away half choked. Nobody but Julia 
noticed. 



A fellow in a rough great-coat and tattered white 
hat opened the fly door for Mrs. Dodd. As Julia 
followed her, he kissed her skirt unseen by Mrs. 
Dodd: but her quick ears caught a heart-breaking 
sigh. She looked and recognised Alfred in that 
disguise; the penitent fit had succeeded to the angry 
one. Had Julia observed? To ascertain this without 
speaking of him, Mrs. Dodd waited till they had got 
some little distance, then quietly put out her hand and 
rested it for a moment on her daughter's; the girl was 
trembling violently. "Little wretch!" came to Mrs. 
Dodd's lips, but she did not utter it They were near 
home before she spoke at all, and then she only said 
very kindly, "My love, you will not be^subjected 
again to these trials:" a remark intended quietly to 
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cover tbe last occurrence ag well as Alfred^s open 
persecution. 

They liad promised to go out the very next day; 
but Mrs. Dodd went alone, and made excuses for Miss 
Dodd. On her return she found Julia sitting up for 
her, and a letter come from her friend describing a 
pleasant cottage, now vacant, near Maida Vale. Mrs. 
Dodd handed the open letter to Julia; she read it 
without comment 

"We will go up to-morrow and take it for three 
months. Then the Oxford vacation will terminate." 

"Yes, mamma." 

I am now about to relate a circumstance by no 
means without parallels, but almost impossible to 
account for; and, as nothing is more common and 
contemptible than inadequate solutions, I will offer 
none at all: but so it was, that Mrs. Dodd awoke in 
the middle of that very night in a mysterious state of 
mental tremor; trouble, veiled in obscurity, seemed 
to sit heavy on her bosom. So strong, though vague, 
was this new and mysterious oppression, that she 
started up in bed and cried aloud, "David! — Julia! 
— Oh, what is the matter?" The sound of her own 
voice dispelled the cloud in part, but not entirely. 
She lay awhile, and then finding herself quite averse 
to sleep, rose and went to her window, and eyed the 
weather anxiously. It was a fine night; soft fleecy 
clouds drifted slowly across a silver moon. The 
sailor's wife was reassured on her husband's behalf. 
Her next desire was to look at Julia sleeping; she 
had no particular object: it was the instinctive im- 
pulse of an anxious mother whom something had 
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terrified. She put on her slippers and dressing-gown, 
and, lighting a candle at her night lamp, opened her 
door softly and stepped into the little corridor. But 
she had not taken two steps when she was arrested by 
a mysterious sound. 

It came from Julia's room. 

What was it? 

Mrs. Dodd glided softly nearer and nearer, all her 
senses on the stretch. 

The sound came again. It was a muffled sob. 



The stifled sound, just audible in the dead stillness 
of the night, went through and through her who stood 
there listening aghast. Her bowels yearned over her 
child; and she hurried to the door, but recollected 
herself, and knocked very gently. "Don't be alarmed, 
love, it is only me. May I come in?" She did not 
wait for the answer, but turned the handle and entered. 
She found Julia sitting up in bed, looking wildly at 
her, with cheeks flushed and wet. She sat on the bed 
and clasped her to her breast in silence: but more than 
one warm tear ran down upon Julia's bare neck; the 
girl felt them drop, and her own gushed in a shower. 

"Oh what have I done?" she sobbed. "Am I to 
make you wretched too?" 

Mi's. Dodd did not immediately reply. She was 
there to console; and her admirable good sense told 
her that to do that she must be calmer than her 
patient; so even while she kissed and wept over Julia, 
she managed gradually to recover her composure. 
"Tell me, my child," said she, "why do you acta 
part with me? Why brave it out under my eye, and 
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spend the night secretly in tears? Are you still afraid 
to trust me?" 

"Oh no, no; but I thought I was so strong, so 
proud: I undertook miracles. I soon found my pride 
was a molehill, and my love a mountain. I could not 
hold out by day if I did not ease my breaking heart 
at night How unfortunate! I kept my head under 
the bed-clothes, too; but you have such ears. I 
thought I would stifle my grief, or else perhaps you 
would be as wretched as I am: forgive me! pray 
forgive me!" 

"On one condition," said Mrs. Dodd, struggling 
with the emotion these simple words caused her. 
"Anything to be forgiven!" cried Julia, impetuously. 
"I'll go to London FU go to Botany Bay. I deserve 
to be hanged." 

"Then, from this hour, no half-confidences between 
us. Dear me, you carry in your own bosom a much 
harsher judge, a much less indulgent friend, than I 
anu Come! trust me with your heart. Do you love 
him very much? Does your happiness depend on 
him?" 

At this point-blank question Julia put her head 
over Mra Dodd's shoulder, not to be seen; and, 
clasping her tight, murmured scarce above a whisper, 
"I don't know how much I love him. When he came 
in at that party I felt his slave; his unfaithful adoring 
slave; if he had ordered me to sing Aileen Aroon, I 
should have obeyed; if he had commanded me to take 
his hand and leave the room, I think I should have 
obeyed. His face is always before me as plain as life ; 
it used to come to me bright and loving; now it' is 
pale, and stern, (ind sad; I was not so wretched till I 
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saw he was pining for me, and thinks me inconstant; 
oh, mamma, so pale! so shrunk! so reckless! He was 
sorry for misbehaving that night: he changed clothes 
with a beggar to kiss mj dress: poor thing! poor 
thing! Who ever loved as he does me? I am dying 
for him; I am dying." 

"There! there!" said Mrs. Dodd, soothingly. "You 
have said enongL This must be love. I am on yonr 
Alfred^s side from this honr." 

Julia opened her eyes, and was a good deal agi- 
tated as well as surprised. "Pray do not raise my 
hopes," she gasped. "We are parted for ever. His 
fatiier refuses. Even you seemed averse; or have I 
been dreaming?" 

"Me, dearest? How can I be averse to anything 
lawful, on which I find your heart is really set, and 
your happiness as stake? Of course I have stopped 
the actuid intercourse, under existing circumstances; 
but these circumstances are not unalterable; your only 
obstacle is Mr. Bichard Hardie." 

"But what an obstacle," sighed Julia. "His father! 
a man of iron! so everybody says; for I have made 
inquiries — oh!" And she was abashed. She resumed 
hastily, "And that letter, so cold, so cruel! I feel it 
was written by one not open to gentle influences. He 
does not think me worthy of his son; so accomplished, 
so distinguished, at the very university where our poor 
Edward — has — you know." 

"Little simpleton!" said Mrs. Dodd, and kissed her 
tenderly; "your iron man is the commonest day, 
sordid; pliable; and your stem heroic Brutus iB a 
shopkeeper; he is open to the gentle influences which 
sway the kindred souls of the men you and I buy our 
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ijioes, our tea, or gloves, our fish-ketdes of: and these 
inflaences I think I command, and am prepared to use 
them to the utmost'' 

Julia hij silent, and wondering what she could mean. 

But Mrs. Dodd hesitated now: it pained and re- 
volted her to show her enthusiastic girl the world as it 
is. She said as much, and added, "I seem to be going 
to aid all these people to take the bloom from my own 
child's innocence. Heaven help me!" 

"Oh, never mind that," cried Julia, in her ardent 
way; "give me Truth before Error, however pleasing." 

Mrs. Dodd replied only by a sigh: grand general 
sentiments, like l^at, never penetrated her mind: they 
glided off like water from a duck's back. "We will 
begin with this mercantile Brutus, then," said she, 
with such a curl of the lip. Brutus had rejected her 
daughter. 

"Kichard Hardie was bom and bred in a bank; 
one where no wild thyme blows, my poor enthusiast; 
nor cowslips nor the nodding violet grows; but gold 
and silver chink, and things are discounted, and men 
grow rifch, slowly but surely, by lawful use of other 
people's money. Breathed upon by these * gentle in- 
fluences,' he was, from his youth, a remarkable man 
measured by Trade's standard. At five-and-twenty 
divine what he did! He saved the bank. You have 
read of bubbles; the Mississippi Bubble and the South 
Sea Bubble. Well, in the year 1825, it was not one 
bubble but a thousand; mines by the score, and in 
distant lands; companies by the hundred; loans to 
every nation or tribe down to Guatemala, Patagonia 
and Greece: two hundred new ships were laid on the 
stocks in one year, for your dear papa told me; in 
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short, a fever of speculation, and the whole nation 
raging with it: my dear, Princes, Dukes, Duchesses, 
Bishops, Poets, Lawyers, Physicians, were seen 
struggling with their own footmen for a place in the 
Exchange: and, at last, good, steady, old Mr. Hardie, 
Alfred's grandfather, was drawn into the vortex. Now, 
to excuse him and appreciate the precocious Richard, 
you must try and realise that these bubbles, when they 
rise, are as alluring and reasonable, as they are ridi- 
culous and incredible when one looks back on them; 
even soap bubbles, you know, have rainbow hues till 
they burst: and, indeed, the blind avarice of men does 
but resemble the blind vanity of women: look at our 
grandmothers' hoops, and our mothers' short waists 
and monstrous heads! Yet in their day what woman 
did not glory in these insanities? Well then, Mr. 
Richard Hardie, at twenty-five, was the one to foresee 
the end of all these bubbles; he came down from 
London and brought his people to their senses by 
sober reason, and * sound commercial principles:' that 
means, I believe, 'get other people's money, but do 
not risk your own.' His superiority was so clear, that 
his father resigned the helm to him, and, thanks to 
his ability, the bank weathered the storm, while all 
the other ones in the town broke, or suspended their 
trade. Now, you know, youth is naturally ardent and 
speculative: but Richard Hardie's was colder and wiser 
than other people's old age: and that is one trait 
Some years later, in the height of his prosperity — I 
reveal this only for your comfort, and on your sacred 
promise as a person of delicacy, never to repeat it to 
a soul — Richard Hardie was a suitcH* for my hand.'* 
"Mammal" 
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'^Do not ejaculate, sweetest! It rather discomposes 
me. * Nothing is extraordinary,' as that good creature 
Dr. Sampson says. He must have thought it would 
answer^ in one way or another, to have a gentlewoman 
at the head of his table. And I was not penniless, 
bien entendu. Failing in this, he found a plain little 
Thing, with a gloomy temper, and no accomplishments 
nor graces; but her father could settle twenty thousand 
pounds. He married her directly: and that is a trait. 
He sold his father^s and grahdfather's house and place 
of business, in spite of all their associations, and ob- 
tained a lease of his present place from my uncle 
Fountain: it seemed a more money-making situation. 
A trait He gives me no reason for rejecting my 
daughter. Why? because he is not proud of his reasons: 
this walking Avarice has intelligence: a trait Now 
put all this together, and who more transparent than 
the profound Mr. Hardie? He has declined our alliance 
because he takes for granted we are poor. When I 
undeceive him on that head he will reopen negotiations^ 
in a letter No. 2 of the correspondence; copied by one 
of his clerks: it will be calm, plausible, flattering: in 
short it will be done like a gentleman: though he is 
nothing of the kind. And this brings me to what I 
ought to have begun with; your dear father and I 
have always lived within our income for our children's 
sake; he is bringing home the bulk of our savings this 
very voyage, and it amounts to fourteen thousand pounds." 

"0 what an enormous sum!" 

"No, dearest, it is not a fortune in itself. But it 
is a considerable sum to possess, independent of one's 
settlement and one's income. It is loose cash, to speak 
k la Hardie; that means I can do what I choQse with 
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it; and of course I choose — to make jou happy. 
How I shall work on what yon call Iron and I ventore 
to call Clay must be guided by circumstances. I think 
of depositing three or four thousand pounds eyeiy 
month with Mr. Hardie; he is our banker, you know. 
He will most likely open his eyes, and make some 
move before the whole sum is in his hands. If he 
does not, I shall perhaps call at his bank, and draw a 
cheque for fourteen thousand pounds. The wealthiest 
provincial banker does nof keep such a sum floating in 
his shop-tills. His commercial honour, the one semi- 
chivalrous sentiment in his soul, would be in peril 
He would yield, and with grace: none the less readily 
that his house and his bank, which have been long 
heavily mortgaged to our trustees, were made virtually 
theirs by agreement yesterday (I set this on foot within 
twelve hours of Mr. Irenes impertinent letter), acnd he 
will say to himself, 'She can — post me, I think these 
people call it — this afternoon for not cashing her 
cheque, and she can turn me and my bank into the 
street to-morrow:' and then, of course, he shall see by 
my manner the velvet paw is offered as well as the 
claw. He is pretty sure to ask himself which will suit 
the ledger best — this cat's friendship and her fourteen 
thousand pounds, or — an insulted mother's enmity?" 
And Mrs. Placid's teeth made a little dick just audible 
in the silent night 

"Oh, mamma! my heart is sick. Am I to be bought 
and sold like this?" 

"You must pay the penalty for loving a parvenu's 
son. Come, Julia, no peevishness, no more romance, 
no more vacillation. You have tried Pride and failed, 
pitiably: now I insist on your trying Love! Child, it 
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18 the bane of our sex to carry nothing oat: from that 
weakness I will preserve yon. And, bj-the-by, we 
are not going to marry Jiix. Bichard Hardie, but Mr. 
Al£red. Now Mr. Alfred, with all his faults and de- 
fects " 

''Mamma! what faults? what defects?" 

''Is a gentleman; thanks to Oxford, and Harrow, 
and nature. My darling, pray to Heaven night and 
day for your dear father's safe return; for on him, I 
aware you, and him alone, your happiness depends: 
as mine does.'* 

''Mamma!" cried Julia, embracing her, ''what do 
poor girls do who have lost their mother?" 

"Look abroad and see!" was the grave reply. 

Mrs. Dodd then begged her to go to sleep, like a 
good child, for her health's sake; idl would be well; 
and with this was about to return to her own room: 
but a white hand and arm darted out of the bed and 
caught her. "What! Hope has come to me by night 
in l^e form of an angel, and shall I let her go back 
to her own room? Never! never! never! never! never!" 
And she patted the bed expressively, and with the 
prettiest impatience! 

"Well, let Hope take off her earrings first," sug- 
gested Mrs. Dodd. 

"No, no, come here directly, earrings and all." 

"No, thank you; or I shall have them hurting you 
next" 

Mrs. Hope removed her earrings, and the tender 
pair passed the rest of the night in one another's arms. 
The young girl's tears were dried; and hope revived, 
and life bloomed again: only, henceforth, her longing 
eyes looked out to sea for her father; homeward bound. 
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Next day, as they were seated together in the 
drawing-room, Julia came from the window with a 
rush, and kneeled at Mrs. Dodd^s knees, with bright 
imploring face upturned. 

"He is there; and — I am to speak to him? Is that it?" 

"Dear, dear, dear Mamma!" 

"Well, then, bring me my things."t 

She was ten minutes putting them on: Julia tried 
to expedite her; and retarded her. She had her pace, 
and could not go beyond it. 

By this time Alfred Hardie was thoroughly miser- 
able. Unable to move his father, shunned by Julia, 
sickened by what he had heard, and indeed seen, of 
her gaiety and indifference to their separation, stung 
by jealousy, and fretted by impatience, he was drink- 
ing nearly all the bitters of that sweet passion. Love. 
But as you are aware he ascribed Julians inconstancy, 
lightness, and cruelty, all to Mrs. Dodd. He hated 
her cordially, and dreaded her into the bargain; he 
played the sentinel about her door all the more be- 
cause she had asked him not to do it. "Always do 
what your enemy particularly objects to," said he, ap- 
plying to his own case the wisdom of a Greek philo- 
sopher, one of his teachers. 

So, when the gate suddenly opened, and instead of 
Julia, this very Mrs. Dodd walked towards him, his 
feelings were anything but enviable. He wished him- 
self away, heartily, but was too proud to retreat He 
stood his ground. She came up to him^ a charming 
smile broke out over her features, "Ah, Mr. Hardie," 
said she, "if you have nothing better to do, will you 
give me a minute?" He assented with an ill grace. 
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"May I take your arm?" 

He offered it with a worse. 

She laid her hand lightly on it, and it shuddered 
at her toucL He felt like walking with a velvet 
tigress. 

By some instinct she divined his sentiments, and 
found her task more difficult than she had thought; 
she took some steps in silence. At last, as he was 
no dissembler, he burst out passionately, "Why are 
you my enemy!" 

"I am not your enemy," said she, softly, 

"Not openly, but all the more dangerous. You 
keep us apart, you bid her be gay, and forget me; you 
are a cruel hard-hearted lady." 

"No, I am not, sir," said Mrs. Dodd, simply, 

"Oh! I believe you are good and kind to all the 
rest of the world; but you know you have a heart of 
iron for me." 

"I am my daughter's friend, but not your enemy; 
it is you who are too inexperienced to know how de- 
licate, how difficult, my duties are. It is only since 
last night I see my way clear; and, look, I come at 
once to you with friendly intentions. Suppose I were 
as impetuous as you are! I should, perhaps, be calling 
you ungrateful." 

He retorted bitterly. "Give me something to be 
grateful for, and you shall see whether that baseness 
is in my nature," 

"I have a great mind to put you to the proof," 
said she, archly, "Let us walk down this lane; then 
you can be as unjust to me as you think propei^ 
without attracting public attention." 

In the lane she told him quietly she knew the na- 
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tare of his father's objections to the alliance he had so 
much at heart, and they were objections, which her 
husband, on his retom, would remove. On this he 
changed his tone a little, and implored her piteously 
not to deceive him. 

"I will not," said she, "upon my honour. K you 
are as constant as my daughter is in her esteem for 
you — notwithstanding her threadbare gaiety worn 
over loyal regret, and to check a parcel of idle ladies' 
tongues — you have nothing to fear from me, and 
everything to expect Gome, Alfred — may I take 
that liberty with you? — let us understand one an- 
other. We only want that to be friends." 

This was hard to resist; and at his age. His lip 
trembled, he hesitated, but at last gave her his hand. 
She walked two hours with him, and laid herself out 
to enlighten, soothe, and comfort his sore heart. His 
hopes and happiness revived under her magic, as 
Julia's had. In the midst of it all^ the wise woman 
quietly made terms, he was not to come to the house 
but on her invitation, unless indeed he had news of 
the Agra to communicate; but he might write once a 
week to her, and enclose a few lines to Julia. On 
this concession he proceeded to mumble her white 
wrist, and call her his best, dearest, loveliest friend; bis 
mother. " Oh, remember," said he, with a relic of distrust, 
"you are the only mother I can ever hope to have." 

That touched her. Hitherto, he had been to her 
but a thing her daughter loved. 

Her eyes filled. "My poor, warm-hearted, mothe^ 
less boy," she said, "pray for my husband's safe re- 
turn! For on that your happiness depends: and hen. 
And mine." 
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So now two more bright eyes looked longingly 
seaward for the Agra; homeward bound. 

CHAPTER VII. 

NoBTH Latitude 23^, Longitude East 113; the 

time March of this same year; the wind southerly; the 

port Whampoa, in the Canton river. Ships at anchor 

reared their tidl masts here and there; and the broad 

stream was enlivened and coloured by junks, and boats, 

of all sizes and vivid hues, propelled on the screw 

principle by a great scull at the stem, with projecting 

handles for the crew to work; and at times a gorgeous 

mandarin boat, with two great glaring eyes set in the 

bows, came flying, rowed with forty paddles by an 

armed crew^ whose shields hung on the gunwale and 

flashed Are in the sunbeams; the mandarin, in conical 

and buttoned hat, sitting on the top of his cabin calmly 

smoking Paradise, ^alias opium, while his gong boomed 

, and bis boat, flew fourteen miles on hour, and all things 

scuttled out of his celestial way. And there, looking 

majestically down on all these water ants, the huge 

Agra, cynosure of so many loving eyes and loving 

hearts in England, lay at her moorings ; homeward bound. 

Her tea not being yet on board, the ship^s hull 

floated high as a castle, and to the subtle, intellectual, 

doll-faced, bolus-eyed people, that sculled to and fro 

busy as bees, though looking forked mushrooms, she 

sounded like a vast musical shell: for a lusty harmony 

of many meUow voices vibrated in her great cavities, 

and made the air ring cheerily around her. The 

vocalists were the Cyclops, to judge by the tremendous 

thumps that kept clean time to their sturdy tune. Yet 
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it was but human labour, so Iieavy and so knowing, 
tliat it bad called in music to help. It was the third 
mate and his gang completing his floor to receive the 
coming tea chests. Yesterday he had stowed his 
dunnage, many hundred .bundles oi light flexible canes 
from Sumatra and Malacca; on these he had laid tons 
of rough saltpetre, in 2001b. gunny-bags: and was now 
mashing it to music, bags and all. Bis gang of flfl;een, 
naked to the waist, stood in line, with huge wooden 
beetles called commanders, and lifted them high and 
brought them down on the nitre in cadence with tme 
nautical power and imison, singing as follows, with a 
ponderous bump on the last note in each bar. 
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And so xxf to fifteen, when the stave was concluded 
with a shrill "Spell, oh!" and the gang relieved 
streaming with perspiration. When the saltpetre was 
well mashed, they rolled ton waterbuts on it, till the 
floor was like a billiard table. A fleet of chop boats 
then began to arrive, so many per day, with the tea- 
chests. Mr. Grey proceeded to lay the first tier on his 
saltpetre floor, and then built the chests, tier upon tier, 
beginning at the sides, and leaving in the middle a 
lane somewhat narrower than a tea chest. Then he 
applied a screw jack to the chests on both sides, and 
so enlarged his central aperture, and forced the remain- 
ing tea chests in; and behold the enormous cargo 
packed as tight as ever shopkeeper packed a box — 
nineteen thousand eight hundred and six chests, sixty 
half chests, fifty quarter chests. 

While Mr. Grey was contemplating his work with 
singular satisfaction, a small boat from Canton came 
alongside, and Mr. Tickell, midshipman, ran up the 
side, skipped on the quarter-deck, saluted it first, and 
then the first mate; and gave him a line from the 
captain, desiring him to take the ship down to Second 
Bar — for her water — at the turn of the tide. 

Two hours after receipt of this order the ship 
swung to the ebb. Instantly Mr. Sharpe unmoored, 
and the Agra began her famous voyage, with her 
head at right angles to her course; for the wind 
being foul, all Sharpe could do was to set his topsails, 
driver, and jib, and keep her in the tide way, and 
clear of the numerous craft, by backing or filling as 
the case required; which he did with considerable 
dexterity, making the sails steer the helm for the 
nonce: he crossed the Bar at sunset, and brought to 
Hard Cash, I 12 
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with the best bower anchor in five fathoms and a 
half. Here they began to take in their water, and 
on the fifth day the six-oared gig was ordered up to 
Canton for the captain. The next afternoon he 
passed the ship in her, going down the river to Lin 
Tin, to board the Chinese admiral for his chop, or 
permission to leave China. All night the Agra 
showed three lights at her mizen peak for him, and 
kept a sharp look out. But he did not come: he 
was having a very serious talk with the Chinese 
admiral', at daybreak, however, the gig was reported 
in sight: Sharpe told one of the midshipmen to caU 
the boatswain and man the side. Soon the gig ran 
alongside; two of the ship's boys jumped like mon- 
keys over the bulwarks, lighting, one on the main 
channels, the other on the midship port, and put the 
side ropes assiduously in the captain^s hands; he 
bestowed a slight paternal smile on them, the first the 
imps had ever received from an officer; and went lightly 
up the sides. The moment his foot touched the deck, 
the boatswain gave a frightful shrill whistle; the men 
at the sides uncovered, the captain saluted the quarter 
deck, and all the officers saluted him, which he re- 
turned, and stepping for a moment to the weather side 
of his deck, gave the loud command, "All hands heave 
anchor." He then directed Mr. Sharpe to get what 
sail he could on the ship, the wind being now westerly; 
and dived into his cabin. 

The boatswain piped three shrill pipes, and "All 
hands up anchor," was thrice repeated forward, fol- 
lowed by private admonitions, "Eouse and bitt!" 
"Show a leg!" &c., and up tumbled the crew with 
homeward bound written on their tanned faces. 
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(Pipe.) "Up all hammocks!" 

In ten minutes the ninety and odd hammocks 
were all stowed neatlj in the netting, and covered 
with a snowy hanmiock cloth; and tiie hands were 
active, onbitting the cable, shipping the capstan 
bars, &c. 

"All ready below, sir," cried a voice. 

"Man the bars," returned Mr. Sharpe from the 
quarter deck. "Play up fifer. Heave away!" 

Out broke the merry fife with a rhythmical tune, 
and tramp, tramp, tramp went a hundred and twenty 
feet round and round, and, with brawny chests pressed 
tight against the capstan bars, sixty fine fellows 
walked the ship up to her anchor, drowning the fife 
at Intervals wiQi their sturdy song, as pat to their feet 
as an echo: 

Heave with a will ye jolly boyg, 

Heave aronnd; 
WeVe off from Ghainee, jolly boys, 

Homeward bound. 

"Short stay apeak, sir," roars the boatswain from 
forward. 

"Unship the bars. Way aloft. Loose sails. Let 
fall!" 

The ship being now over her anchor, and the top- 
sails set, the capstan bars were shipped again, the men 
all heaved with a will, the messenger grinned, the 
anchor was torn out of China with a mighty heave, 
and then run up with a luff tackle and secured; the 
ship's head cast to port: 

"Up with the jib! man the taupsle halliards! all 
bands make sail!" Bound she came slow and majesti* 

12* 
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callj; the sails filled, and the good ship bore away for 
England. 

She made the Bogue forts in three or four tacks, 
and there she had to come to again for another chop, 
China being a place as hard to get into as Heaven, 
and to get out of as — Chancery. At three p. m. she 
was at Macao, and hove to four miles from the land, 
to take in her passengers. 

A gun was fired from the forecastle. No boats 
came off, Sharpe began to fret: for the wind, though 
light, had now got to the N.W., and they were wasting 
it After a while the captain came on deck, and 
ordered all the carronades to be scaled. The eight 
heavy reports bellowed the great ship's impatience 
across the water, and out pulled two boats with the 
passengers. While they were coming, Dodd sent and 
ordered the gunner to load the carronades with shot, 
and secure and apron them. The first boat brought 
Colonel Kenealy, Mr. Fullalove, and a prodigious 
negro, who all mounted by the side-ropes. But the 
whip was rigged for the next boat, and Honourable 
Mrs. Beresford and poodle hoisted on board, item her 
white maid, item her black nurse, item her little boy 
and male Oriental in charge thereof, the strangest 
compound of dignity and servility, and of black and 
white, being clad in snowy cotton and japanned to the 
nine. 

Mrs. Beresford was the wife of a member of 
council in India. She had been to Macao for her boy's 
health, intending to return to Calcutta; but meantime 
her husband was made a director, and went home: so 
she was going to join him. A tall, handsome lady, 
with too G«irved a nose. Like most aquiline women. 
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she was bom to domineer a bit; and, for the last ten 
years, Orientals cringing at her knee, and Europeans 
flattering at her ear, had nursed this quality high, and 
spoiled her with all their might. A similar process 
had been applied to her boy Frederick from infancy: 
he was now nearly six: arrogance and caprice shone so 
in both their sallow faces, and spoke so in every 
gesture, that, as they came on board, Sharpe, a reader 
of passengers, whispered the second mate: "Bayliss, 
we have shipped the devil." 

"And a cargo of his imps," grunted Mr. Bayliss. 

Mr. Fullalove was a Methodist parson — to the 
naked eye: grave, sober, lean, lank-haired. But some 
men are hidden fires. Fullalove was one of the extra- 
ordinary products of an extraordinary nation, the 
United States of America. He was an engineer for 
one thing, and an inventive and practical mechanician; 
held two patents of his own creating, which yielded 
him a good income both at home and in Great Britain. 
Such results are seldom achieved without deep study 
and seclusion: and accordingly Joshua Fullalove, when 
the inventive fit was on, would be buried deep as 
Archimedes for a twelvemonth, burning the midnight 
oil: then, his active element predominating, the pale 
student would dash into the forest or the prairie, with 
a rifle and an Indian, and come out bronzed, and 
more or less bepanthered or bebuffaloed; thence in- 
variably to sea for a year or two; there, Anglo-Saxon 
to the back-bone, his romance had ever an eye to 
business; he was always after foreign mechanical in- 
ventions — he was now importing an excellent one 
from Japan — and ready to do lucrative feats of 
knowledge: thus he bought a Turkish ship at the 
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bottom of the Dardanelles for twelve hundred dollars, 
raised her cargo (hardware), and sold it for six thou- 
sand dollars; then weighed the empty ship, pumped 
her, repaired her, and navigated her hhnself into 
Boston harbour, Massachusetts. On the way he 
rescued, with his late drowned ship, a Swedish vessel, 
and received salvage. He once fished eighly elephants' 
tusks out of a craft foundered in the Firth of Forth, 
to the disgust of elder Anglo-Saxons looking on from 
the shore. These unusual pursuits were varied by & 
singular recreation: he played at elevating the African 
character to European levels. With this view he had 
bought Vespasian for eighteen hundred dollars; whereof 
anon. America is fertile in mixtures: what do we not 
owe her? Sherry cobbler, gin sling, cocktail, mint 
julep, brandy smash, sudden death, eye openers. Well, 
one day she outdid herself, and mixed FuUalove: 
Quaker, Nimrod, Archimede, Philanthropist, decorous 
Red Rover, and What Not. 

The passenger boats cast loose. 

"All hands make sail I" 

The boatswain piped, the light-heeled topsmen sped 
up the ratlines, and lay out on the yards, while all on 
deck looked up, as usual, to see them work. Out 
bellied sail after sail aloft; the ship came curtseying 
round to the southward, spread her snowy pinions high 
and wide, and went like a bird over the wrinkled sea 
— homeward bound. 

It was an exhilarating start, and all faces were 
bright — but one. The captain looked somewhat 
grave and thoughtful, and often scanned the horizon 
with his glass; he gave polite but very short answov 
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to his firiend Colonel Kenealy firing nothings in his 
ear; and sent for the gunner. 

While that personage, a crusty old Niler, called 
Monk, is cleaning himself to go on the quarter deck, 
peep we into Captain Dodd's troubled mind, and into 
the circumstances which connect him with the heart of 
this story, despite the twelve thousand miles of water 
between him and the lovers at Barkington. 

It had always been his pride to lay by money for 
his wife and children, and, under advice of an Indian 
friend, he had, during the last few years, placed con- 
siderable sums, at intervals, in a great Calcutta house, 
which gave eight per cent, for deposits: swelled by 
fresh capital, and such high- interest, the hoard grew 
fast. When his old ship, sore battered off the Cape, 
was condemned by the Company's agents at Canton, 
he sailed to Calcutta, intending to return thence to 
England as a passenger. But, while he was at Cal- 
cutta, the greatest firm there suspended payment, 
carrying astonishment and dismay into a hundred 
families. At such moments the press and the fireside 
ring for a little while the common-sense cry,* "Good 
interest means bad security." As for Dodd, who till 
then had revered all these great houses with nautical 
or childlike confidence, a blind terror took the place 
of blind trust in him; he felt guilty towards his chil- 
dren for risking their money (he had got to believe it 
was theirs, not his), and vowed, if he could only get 
hold of it once more, he would never trust a penny of 
it out of his own hands again, except, perhaps, to the 
Bank of England. But should he ever get it? it was 

* Tbe Dake ofWellington (the iron one) ii the author of this layiog. 
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a large sum. He went to Messrs. Anderson and Ander- 
son, and drew for his fourteen thousand pounds. To 
his dismay, but hardly to his surprise, the clerks 
looked at one another, and sent the cheque into some 
inner department. Dodd was kept waiting. His heart 
sank within him: there was a hitch. 

Meantime came a Government officer, and paid in 
an enormous sum in notes and mercantile bills, prin- 
cipally the latter. 

Presently Dodd was invited into the manager's 
room. 

"Leaving the country. Captain Dodd?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"You had better take some of your money in bills 
at sight on London." 

"I would rather have notes, sir," faltered Dodd. 

"Oh, bills by Oliveira upon Baring are just as 
good, even without our endorsement However, you 
can have half and half. Calcutta does but little in 
English bank-notes, you know." 

They gave him his money. The bills were aU 
manifestly good. But he recognised one of them as 
having just been paid in by the civilian. He found 
himself somehow safe in the street clutching the cash, 
with one half of his great paternal heart on fire, and 
the other half freezing. He had rescued his children's 
fortune; but he had seen destruction graze it The 
natural chill at being scraped by peril soon passed, the 
triumphant glow remained The next sentiment was 
precaution; he filled with it to the brim; he went and 
bought a great broad pocket-book with a key to it; 
though he was on dry land, he covered it with oiled 
silk against the water; and sewed the whole thing to 
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his flannel waistcoat, and felt for it with his hand 
a hundred times a day: the irxdt of his own toil, his 
children's hoard, the rescued treasure he was to have 
the joy of hringing home safe to the dear partner of 
all Ms joys. 

Unexpectedly he was ordered out to Canton to 
sail the Agra to the Cape. Then a novel and strange 
feeling came over him like a cloud; that feeling was, 
a sense of personal danger; not that the many perils 
of the deep were new to him: he had faced them this 
five-and-twenty years: but till now they were little 
present to his imagination: they used to come; be 
encountered; be gone: but now, though absent, they 
darkened the way. It was the pocket-book. The 
material treasure, the hard cash, which had lately set 
him in a glow, seemed now to load his chest and 
hang heavy round the neck of his heart Sailors are 
more or less superstitious: and men are creatures of 
habit, even in their courage. Now David had never 
gone to sea with a lot of money on him before. As 
he was a stout-hearted man, these vague forebodings 
would, perhaps, have cleared away with the bustle, 
when the Agra set her studding sails off Macao, but 
for a piece of positive intelligence he had picked up 
at Lin-Tin. The Chinese admiral had warned him of 
a pirate, a daring pirate, who had been lately cruising 
in these waters: first heard of south the line: but had 
since taken a Kussian ship at the very mouth of the 
Canton river, murdered the crew in sight of land, and 
sold the women for slaves, or worse. Dodd asked for 
particulars: was he a Ladroner, a Malay, a Bomese? 
In what latitude was he to be looked for? The 
admiral on this examined his memoranda: by these it 
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appeared little was known as yet about the miscreant, 
except that he never cruised long on one ground; the 
crew was a mixed one: the captain was believed to be 
a Portuguese, and to have a consort commanded by 
his brother: but this was doubtful; at all events the 
pair liad never been seen at work together. 

The gunner arrived and saluted the quarter deck; 
the captain on this saluted him, and beckoned him 
to the weather side. On this the other officers kept 
religiously to leeward. 

"Mr. Monk," said Dodd, "70U will clean and pre- 
pare all the small arms directly." 

"Ay, ay, sir!" said the old Niler, with a gleam of 
satisfaction. 

"How many of your deck guns are serviceable?" 

This simple question stirred up in one moment all 
the bile in the poor old gentleman's nature. 

"My deck guns! serviceable! how the — can they, 
when that son of a sea cook your third mate has been 
and lashed the water butts to their breechings, and 
jammed his gear in between their nozzles, till they 
can't breathe, poor things, far less bark. I wish he 
was lashed between the devirs hind hocks with a red 
hot cable as tight as he has januned my gims." 

"Be so good as not to swear, J^^. Monk," said 
Dodd. "At your age, sir, I look to you to set an 
'example to the petly of&cers." 

"WeU, I won't swear no more, sir: d — d if I do!" 
He added very loudly, and with a seeming access of 
ire, "and I ax your pardon, captain, and the deck's." 

When a man has a deep anxiety, some human 
midge or mosquito buzzes at him. It is a rule. To 
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Dodd, Iieavy with responsibility, and a dark misgiving 
he must not communicate, came delicately, and hj 
degrees, and with a semigenuflexion every three steps, 
one like a magpie; and, putting his hands together, as 
our children do to approach the Almighty, delivered 
himself thus, in modulated tones, and good Hindostanee, 
"The Daughter of Light, in whose beams I, Ramgolam^ 
bask, glows with an amicable desire to see the lord 
commander of the ship resembling a mountain; and to 
make a communication." 

Taught by sad experience how weighty are the 
communications the daughters of light pour into nautical 
commanders at sea, Dodd hailed Mr. Tickell, a mid- 
shipman, and sent him down to the lady^s cabin. Mr. 
Tickell soon came back reddish, but grinning, to say 
that nothing less than the captain would do. 

Dodd sighed, and dismissed Monk with a promise 
to inspect the gun deck himself; then went down to 
Mrs. Beresford and found her indignant Why had 
he stopped the ship miles and miles from Macao, and 
given her the trouble and annoyance of a voyage in 
that nasty little boat? Dodd opened his great brown 
eyes, "Why, madam, it is shoii water off Macao; we 
dare not come in.'' 

"No evasion, sir. What have I to do with your 
shoal water? it was laziness, and want of consideration 
for a lady who has rented half your ship." 

"Nothing of the kind, madam, I assure you." 

"Are you the person they call Gentleman Dodd?" 

"Yes." 

"Then don't contradict a lady! or I shall take the 
liberty to dispute your title." 

Dodd took no notice of this, and with a patience 
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few nautical commanders would have shown, endeavoured 
to make her see that he was obliged to give Macao 
shoals a wide berth, or cast away the ship. She would 
not see it. When Dodd saw she wanted, not an ex- 
planation, but a grievance, he ceased to thwart her. 
"I am neglecting my duties to no purpose," said he, 
and left her without ceremony. This was a fresh 
offence; and, as he went out, she declared open war. 
And she made it too from that hour: a war of pins and 
needles. 

Dodd went on the gun deck and found that the 
defence of the ship had, as usual in these peaceful 
days, been sacrificed to the cargo. Out of twenty 
eighteen-pounders she carried on that deck, he cleared 
three, and that with difficulty. To clear any more he 
must have sacrificed either merchandise or water: and 
he was not the man to do either on the mere chance 
of a danger so unusual as an encounter with a pirate. 
He was a merchant captain, not a warrior. 

Meantime the Agra had abeady shown him great 
sailing qualities: the log was hove at sundown and 
gave eleven knots; so that with a good breeze abaft 
few fore-and-aft-rigged pirates could overhaul her. And 
this wind carried her swiftly past one nest of them at 
all events; the Ladrone isles. At nine p.m. all the 
lights were ordered out. Mrs. Beresford had brought 
a novel on board, and refused to comply; the master- 
at-arms insisted; she threatened him with the vengeance 
of the Company, the premier, and the nobility and 
gentry of the British realm. The master-at-arms, find- 
ing he had no chance in argument, doused the glim — 
pitiable resource of a weak disputant — then basely 
fled the rhetorical consequences. 
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The northerly breeze died out, and light variable 
winds baffled the ship. It was the 6th April ere she 
passed the Macclesfield Bank in latitude 16. And 
now they sailed for many days out of sight of land; 
Dodd^s chest expanded: his main anxiety at this part 
of the voyage lay in the state cabin; of all the perils 
of the sea none shakes a sailor like fire. He set a 
watch day and night on that spoiled child. 

On the 1st May they passed the great Nantuna, 
and got among the Bomese and Malay islands: at 
which the captain^s glass began to sweep the horizon 
again: and night and day at the dizzy foretop gallant 
mast-head he perched an Eye. 

They crossed the line in longitude 107, with a 
slight breeze, but soon fell into the Doldrums. A 
dead calm, and nothing to do but kill time. Dodd 
had put down Neptune: that old blackguard could no 
longer row out on the ship^s port side and board her 
on the starboard, preten£ng to come from ocean's 
depths; and shave the novices with a rusty hoop and 
dab a soapy brush in their mouths. But champagne 
popped, the sexes flirted, and the sailors span fathom- 
less yams, and danced rattling hornpipes; fiddled to 
by the grave FuUalove. "If there is a thing I can 
dew, it's fiddle," said he. He and his friend, as he 
systematically ccdled Vespasian, taught the crew Yankee 
steps, and were beloved. One honest saltatory British 
tar offered that western pair his grog for a week. Even 
Mrs. Beresford emerged, and walked the deck, quench- 
ing her austere regards with a familiar smile on Colonel 
^enealy, her escort: this gallant good-natured soldier 
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flattered her to the nine, and, finding her sweeten with 
his treacle, tried to reconcile her to his old Mend 
Dodd. Straight she soured, and forbade the topic im- 
periously. 

£7 this time the mates and midshipmen of the 
Agra had fathomed their captain. Mr.Tickell delivered 
the mind of the united midshipmen when he proposed 
Dodd^s health in their mess-room, ^^as a navigator, a 
mathematician, a seaman, a gentleman, and a brick, 
with 3 times 3." 

Dodd never spoke to his officers like a ruffian, nor 
yet palavered them: but he had a very pleasant way 
of conveying appreciation of an officer's zeal, by a 
knowing nod with a kindly smile on the heels of it 
As for the men, they seldom come in contact with the 
captain of a well-officered ship: this crew only knew 
him at first as a good-tempered soul, who didn't bother 
about nothing. But one day, as they lay becalmed 
south of the line, a jolly foretopman came on the quarter 
deck with a fid of soup, and saluting and scraping, 
first to the deck, then to the captain, asked him if he 
would taste that 

"Yes, my man. Smoked!" 

"Like — and blazes, your honour, axing your 
pardon, and the deck's." 

"Young gentleman!" said Dodd to Mr. Meredith, 
a midshipman, "be so good as to send the cook aft!" 

The cook came, and received, not an oath nor a 
threat, but a remonstrance, and a grim warning. 

In the teeth of this he burnt the soup horribly the 
very next day. The crew sent the lucky foretopman 
aft again. He made his scrape and presented his fid. 
The captain tasted the soup, and sent Mr. Grey to bid 
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ihe boatswain's mate pipe the Lands on deck and bring 
the cook aft 

"Quartermaster, unsling a fire-bucket and fill it, 
from ^e men's kids: Mr.Tickell, see the cook swallow 
his own mess. Boson's mate, take a bight of the fljing 
jib sheet, stand over him, and start him if he dallies 
with it!" With this the captain went below, and the 
cook, supping at the bucket, delivered himself as 
follows: "Well, ye lubbers, it is first — rate. There'* s 
no bum in it. It goes down like oil. Corse your lady- 
like stomachs; you ain't fit for a ship; why don't ye 
go ashore and man a gingerbread coach and feed off 
French frogs and Italian baccy pipe stems? (Whack.) 
What the is that for?" 

Boatswain's mate. Sup more, and jaw less! 

"Well, I am supping as fast as I can. (Whack, 
whack.) Bloody end to ye, what are ye about? 
(Whack, whack, whack.) Oh, Joe, Lord bless you, I 
can't eat any more of it. (Whack.) I'll give you my 
grog for a week only to let me fling the — stuff over 
the side. (Whack, whack, whack.) Oh, good, kind, 
dear Mr. Tickell, do go down to the captain for me." 
(Whack, whack.) 

"Avast!" cried the captain, reappearing; and the 
uplifted rope fell harmless. 

"Silence, fore and aft!" 

("Pipe!") 

"The cook has received a light punishment this 
time, for spoiling the men's mess. My crew shall eat 
nothing I can't eat myself. My care is heavier than 
theirs is; but not my work, nor my danger in time of 
danger. Mind that, or you'll find I can be as severe 
as any master afloat Purser!" 
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"Sir!'* 

"Double the men's grog! they have been cheated 
of their meal." 

"Ay, ay, sir!" 

"And stop the cook's and his mate's for a week." 

"Ay, ay, sir!" 

"Bosen, pipe down?" 

"Shipmates, listen to me," said the foretopman. 
"This old Agra is a d — d com-for-table ship." 

The oracular sentence was hailed with a ringing 
cheer. Still it is unlucky the British seaman is so 
enamoured of theological terms; for he constantly mis- 
applies them. 

After lying a week like a dead log on the cahn 
but heaving waters, came a few light puffs in the upper 
air and inflated the topsails only: die ship crawled 
southward, the crew whistling for wind. 

At last, one afternoon, it began to rain, and after 
the rain came a gale from the eastward. The watch- 
ful skipper saw it purple the water to windward, and 
ordered the topsails to be reefed and the lee ports 
closed. This last order seemed an excess of precaution; 
but Dodd was not yet thoroughly acquainted with his 
ship's qualities: and the hard cash roimd his neck 
made him cautious. The lee ports were closed, all 
but one, and that was lowered. Mr. Grey was working 
a problem in his cabin, and wanted a little light and 
a Httle air, so he just drooped his port; but, not to 
deviate from the spirit of his captain's instructions, he 
fastened a tackle to it; that he might have mechanical 
force to close it with should the ship lie over. 

Down came the gale with a whoo, and made all 
crack. The ship lay over pretty much, and the sea 
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poured in at Mr. Grey's port He applied his pur- 
chase to dose it But though his tackle gave him 
the force of a dozen hands, he might as well have 
tried to move a mountain: on the contrary, the tre- 
mendous sea rushed in and hurst the port wide open. 
Grey, after a vain struggle with its might, shrieked 
for help; down tumbled the nearest hands, and hauled 
on the tackle in vain. Destruction was rushing on the 
ship, and on them first. But meantime the captain, 
with a shrewd guess at the general nature of the 
danger he could not see, had roared out, "Slack the 
main sheet!" The ship righted, and the port came 
flying to, and terror-stricken men breathed hard, up to 
their waists in water and floating boxes. Grey barred 
the unlucky port, and went aft, drenched in body, and 
wretched in mind, to report his own fault. He found 
the captain looking grim as death. He told him, 
almost crying, what he had done, and how he had 
miscalculated the power of the water. 

Dodd looked and saw his distress. "Let it be a 
lesson, sir," said he, sternly. "How many ships have 
been lost by this in fair weather, and not a man saved 
to tell how the craft was fooled away?" 

"Captain, bid me fling myself over the side, and 
ril do it." 

"Humph! Tm afraid I can't afifbrd to lose a good 
officer for a fault he — will — never — repeat." 

It blew hard all night and till twelve the next day. 
The Agra showed her weak point: she rolled abomin- 
ably. A dirty night came on. At eight bells Mr. Grey 
touched by Dodd's clemency, and brimful of zeal, re- 
ported a Ught in Mrs. Beresford's cabin. It had been 
Hard Cath, /. IS 
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put out as usual hj the master-at-arms; but the re- 
fractory one had relighted it. 

"Go and take it away," said Dodd. 

Soon screams were heard from the cabin. "Oh! 
mercy! mercy! I will not be drowned in the dark." 

Dodd, who had kept clear of her so long, went 
down and tried to reassure her. 

"Oh, the tempest! the tempest!" she cried. "And 

TO BE DROWNED IN THE DARK I" 

"Tempest? It is blowing half a gale of wind; that 
isaU." 

"Half a gale! Ah, that is the way you always 
talk to us ladies. O, pray give me my light, and send 
me a clergyman I" 

Dodd took pity, and let her have her light, with a 
midshipman to watch it. He even made her a hypo- 
critical promise that, should there be one grain of 
danger, he would lie to; but said he must not make 
a foul wind of a fair one for a few lee lurches. The 
Agra broke plenty of glass and crockery though with 
her fair wind and her lee lurches. 

Wind down at noon next day, and a dead calm. 

At two P.M. the weather cleared; the sun came out 
high in heaven's centre; and a balmy breeze from the 
west 

At six twenty-five, the grand orb set calm and red, 
and the sea was gorgeous with miles and miles of 
great ruby dimples: it was the first glowing smile of 
southern latitude. The night stole on so soft, so clear, 
so balmy, all were loth to close their eyes on it: the 
passengers lingered long on deck, watching the Great 
Bear dip, and the Southern Cross rise, and over head 
a whole heaven of glorious stars most of us have never 
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seen, and never shall see in this world. No belching 
smoke obscured, no plunging paddles deafened; aU 
was musical; the soft air sighing among the sails; the 
phosphorescent water bubbling from the ship's bows; 
the murmurs from little knots of men on deck subdued 
by the great calm: home seemed near, all danger far; 
Peace ruled the sea, the sky, the heart: the ship, 
making a track of white fire on the deep, glided gently 
yet swiftly homeward, urged by snowy sails piled up 
like alabaster towers against a violet sky, out of which 
looked a thousand eyes of holy tranquil fire. So 
melted the sweet night away. 

Now carmine streaks tinged the eastern sky at the 
water's edge; and that water blushed; now the streaks 
turned orange, and the waves below them sparkled. 
Thence splashes of living gold flew and settled on the 
ship's white sails, the deck, and the faces; and with 
no more prologue, being so near the line, up came 
majestically a huge, fiery, golden sun, and set the sea 
flaming liquid topaz. 

Instant the look out at the foretop-gallant-mast- 
head hailed the deck below. 

^^Stbangb sail! Right ahbad!" 

The strange sail was reported to Captain Dodd, 
then dressing in his cabin. He came soon after on 
deck and hailed the look out: "Which way is she 
standing?" 

"Can't say, sir. Can't see her move any." 
Dodd ordered the boatswain to pipe to breakfast; 
and taking his deck glass went lightly up to the fore- 
top:gallant-mast-crosstrees. Thence, through the light 

13* 
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haze of a glorions morning, he espied a long low 
schooner, latine-rigged, lying close under Point Leat, 
a small island about nine miles distant on the weather 
bow; and nearly in the Agra^s course then approaching 
the Straits of Gaspar, 4 Latitude S. 

"She is hove to," said Dodd, very gravely. 

At eight o'clock, the stranger lay about two miles 
to windward; and siill hove to. 

By this time all eyes were turned upon her, and 
half a dozen glasses. Everybody, except the captain, 
delivered an opinion. She was a Greek lying to 
for water: she was a Malay coming north with canes, 
and short of hands: she was a pirate watching the 
Straits. 

The captain leaned silent and sombre with his 
arms on the bulwarks, and watched the suspected 
Craft. 

Mr. FuUalove joined the group, and levelled a 
powerful glass, of his own construction. His inspec- 
tion was long and minute, and, while the glass was at 
his eye, Sharpe asked him half in a whisper, could he 
make out anything? 

"Wal," said he, "the varmint looks considerably 
snaky." Then, without moving his glass, he let drop 
a word at a time, as if the facts were trickling into 
his telescope at the lens, and out at the sight "One 
— two — four — seven, false ports." 

There was a momentary murmur among the officers 
all round. But British sistilors are undemonstrative: 
Colonel Kenealy, strolling the deck with his cigar, saw 
they were watching another ship with maritime curi* 
osity, and making comments; but he discerned no par- 
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ticular emotion nor anxiety in what they said, nor in 
the grave low tones they said it in. Perhaps a brother 
seaman would though. 

The next observation that trickled out of FuUa- 
love's tube was this: ^^I judge there are too few hands 
on deck, and too many — white — eyeballs — glitter- 
ing at the portholes." 

"Confound it!" muttered Bayliss, uneasily; "how 
can you see that?" 

Fullalove replied only by quietly handing his glass 
to Dodd. The captain, thus appealed to, glued his 
eye to the tube. 

"Well, sir; see the false ports, and the white eye- 
brows?" asked Sharpe, ironically. 

"I see this is the best glass I ever looked through," 
said Dodd doggedly, without interrupting his inspec- 
tion. 

"I think he is a Malay pirate," said Mr. Grey. 

Sharpe took him up very quickly, and, indeed, 
angrily: "Nonsense! And if he is, he won't venture 
on a craffc of this size." 

"Says the whale to the swordfish," suggested Fulla- 
love, with a little guttural laugh. 

The captain, with the American glass at his eye, 
turned half round to the man at the wheel: "Star- 
board!" 

"Starboard it is." 

"Steer South South East." 

"Ay, ay, sir." And the ship's course was thus 
altered two points. 

This order lowered Dodd fifty per cent in Mr. 
Sharpe's estimation. He held his tongue as long as 
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he conld: bnt at last Ids surprise and dissatisfaction 
burst out of him, "Won't that bring him out on us?" 

"Very likely, sir," replied Dodd. 

"Begging your pardon, captain, would it not be 
wiser to keep our course, and show the blackguard we 
don't fear him?" 

"When we do? Sharpe, he has made up his mind 
an hour ago whether to lie still, or bite; my changing 
my course two points won't change his mind; but it 
may make him declare it; and / must know T^hat he 
does intend, before I run the ship into the narrows 
ahead." 

"Oh, I see," said Sharpe, half convinced. 

The alteration in the Agra's course produced no 
movement oh the part of the mysterious schooner. She 
lay to under the land still, and with only a few hands 
on deck, while the Agra edged away from her and 
entered the Straits between Long Island and Point 
Leat, leaving the schooner about two miles and a half 
distant to the N.W. 

Ah I The stranger's deck swarms black with men. 

His sham ports fell as if by magic, his guns grinned 
through the gaps like black teelh; his huge foresail 
rose and filled, and out he came in chase. 

The breeze was a kiss from Heaven, the sky a 
vaulted sapphire, the sea a million dimples of liquid, 
lucid, gold. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



Amongst the curiosities of human reasoning is this: 
one forms a judgment on certain statements; they turn 
out incorrect, yet the judgment sound. 

This occurs oftenest when, to divine what any 
known person will do in a case stated, we go holdly 
by his character, his habits, or his interest: for these 
are great forces, towards which men gravitate through 
various and even contrary circumstances. 

Now women > sitting at home out of detail's way, 
are somewhat forced, as well as naturally inclined, to 
rely on their insight into character; and, by this broad 
elue, often pass through false or discoloured data to a 
sound calculation. 

Thus it was Mrs. Dodd applied her native sagacity 
to divine why Richard Hardie declined Julia for his 
son's wife, and how to make him withdraw that dissent: 
and the fair diviner was much mistaken in detail but 
right in her conclusion; for Richard Hardie was at 
that moment the unlikeliest man in Barkington to 
decline Julia Dodd — with Hard Cash in five figures 
— for his daughter-in-law. 

I am now about to make a revelation to the reader, 
that will incidentally lead him to Mrs. Dodd's conclu- 
sion, but by a different path. 

The outline she gave her daughter and my reader 
of Richard Hardie's cold and prudent youth was sub- 
stantially correct; but something had occurred since 
then, unknown to her, unknown to all Barkington. The 
centories had blown a respectable bubble. 
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About two hundred and fifty years ago, some 
genius, as unknown as the inventor of the lathe, laid 
the first wooden tramroad, to enable a horse to draw 
forty-two cwt instead of seventeen. The coalowners 
soon used it largely. In 1738, iron rails were in- 
vented; but prejudice, stronger than that metal, kept 
them down, and the wooden ones in vogue, for some 
thirty years. Then iron prevailed. 

Meantime, a much greater invention had been 
creeping up to join the metal way; I mean the loco- 
motive power of steam; whose history is not needed 
here. Enough that in 1804 took place as promising a 
wedding as civilization ever saw; for then an engine 
built by Trevethick, a great genius frittered for want 
of pluck, drew carriages, laden with ten tons, five 
miles an hour on a Welsh railway. Next stout Stephen- 
son came on the scene, and insisted on benefiting man- 
kind in spite of themselves, and of shallow legislators, 
k priori reasoners, and a heavy Keview, whose political 
motto was, ^'Stemus super antiquas vias;^' which may 
be rendered, "Better stand still on turnpikes than move 
on rails." 

His torments and triumph are history. 

Two of his repartees seem neat: 1. To Lord Noodle, 
or Lord Doodle, which was it? objecting haughtily, 
"And suppose a cow should get in the way of your 
engine, sir?" he replied, "Why, then it would be bad 
— for the cow." The objector had overrated the ob- 
structive power of his honoured parent. 

2. To the k priori reasoners, who sat in their 
studies and demonstrated with complete unanimity that 
uncogged wheels would revolve on a smooth rail, but 
leave the carriage in statu quo, he replied by building 
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an engine with Lord Ravensworth^s noble aid, hooking 
on eight carriages, and rattling off np an incline. 
"Solvitor ambulando," quoth Stephenson the stout 
hearted to Messrs. A Priori. 

Next a coach ran on the Stockton and Darlington 
rail Next the Liverpool and Manchester line was 
projected. Oh then what bitter opposition to the 
national benefactors, and the good of man! 

Awake from the tomb echoes of dead Cant 

"The revolving wheels might move the engine on 
a rail; but what would that avail if they could not 
move them in the closet, and on a mathematical paper? 
Railways would be bad for canals, bad for morak, bad 
for highwaymen, bad for roadside inns: the smoke 
would kill the partridges (^Aha! thou hast touched us 
nearly,' said tiie country gentlemen), the travellers 
would go slowly to their destination, but swift to de- 
struction." And the Heavy Review, whose motto was 
"Stemus super turnpikes," offered "to back old Father 
Thames against the Woolwich railway for any sum." 
And Black Will, who drove the next heaviest ephemeral 
in the island, told a schoolboy, who now writes these 
pages, "there's nothing can ever be safe at twenty 
miles an hour, without 'tis a bird in the air:" and 
confirmed it with an oath. Briefly, buzz! buzz! 
buzz! 

Gray was crushed, Trevethick driven out of the 
country, stout Steevie thwarted, badgered, taunted, 
and even insulted, and bespattered witi^ dirt, I might 
say with dung, since his opponents discharged their 
own brains at him by speech and writing. At last, 
when after the manner of men they had manured their 
benefactor well, they consented to reap him. Rail- 
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ways prevailed, and increased, till lo and behold a 
prime minister with a spade delving one in the valley 
of the Trent. The tide turned; good working rail- 
ways from city to city became an approved investment 
of genuine capital; notwithstanding the frightful frauds 
and extortion to which the projectors were exposed in 
a parliament, which, under a new temptation showed 
itself as corrupt and greedy as any nation or age can 
parallel. 

When this sober state of things had endured some 
time, there came a year that money was loose, and a 
speculative fever due in the whirligig of time. Then 
railways bubbled. New ones were advertised, fifty a 
month, and all went to a premium. High and low 
scrambled for the shares, even when the projected line 
was to run from the town of Nought to the village of 
Nothing across a goose common. The flame spread, 
fanned by prospectus and advertisement, two mines of 
glowing fiction, compared with which the legitimate 
article is a mere tissue of understatements: princes sat 
in railway tenders, and clove the air like the birds 
whose effigies surmount their armorials; our stiffest 
Peers relaxed into Boards; Bishops warned their clergy 
against avarice, and buttered Hudson an inch thick 
for shares; and turned their little aprons into great 
pockets; men, stainless hitherto, put down their in- 
fants, nurses included, as independent subscribers, and 
bagged the coupons, capturi tartaros: nearly every- 
thing, that had a name, and, by some immense for- 
tuity, could write it, demanded its part in the new 
and fathomless source of wealth: a charwoman's two 
sons were living in a garret on fifteen shillings apiece 
per week; down went their excellencies* names for 
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37,000 Z. worth of bubbling iron; another shareholder 
appUed imperiously from a house in Grosyenor Square; 
he had breakfasted on the steps. Once more, in Timers 
whirligig gentlemen and their footmen jostled one an- 
other on the Exchange, and a motley crew of peers 
and printers, vicars and admirals, professors, cooks, 
costermongers, cotton -spinners, waiters, coal men, 
priests, potboys, bankers, braziers, dairymen, mail- 
guards, barristers, spinsters, butchers, beggars, duch- 
esses, rag-merchants; in one word, of Nobs and Snobs; 
fought and scrambled pell mell for the popular paper; 
and all to get rich in a day. * 

Bichard Hardie had some money in existing rail- 
ways; but he declined to invest his hard cash upon 
hypoiheticals. He was repeatedly solicited to be a 
director; but always declined. Once he was oflPered a 
canny bribe of a thousand pounds to let his name go 
on a provisional committee. He refused with a charac- 
teristic remark; "I never buy any merchandise at a 
fancy price, not even hard cash.*' 

Antidote to the universal mania, Barkington had 
this one wet blanket: an unpopular institution; but far 
more salutary than a damp sheet especially, in time of 
Bubbl& 

Nearly all his customers consulted Eichard Hardie, 
and this was the substance of his replies: "The Bubbles 
of History, including the great one of my youth, were 
national, as well as individual, follies. It is not so 
now: the railways, that ruin their allottees and direc- 
tors, will be pure additions to the national property, 

* For the hmnonrs of the time fee the parliamentary return of Railway 
Snbfcriben, pnblished 1846: Francia^s British Railway: Bvana^s Oommer* 
olal Oriflf t and the pamphlets and Journals of the day. 
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and some day remove one barrier more from com- 
merce. The Dutch tulip frenzy went on a petty fancy; 
the Kailway fury goes on a great fact Our predeces- 
sors blew mere soap bubbles; we blow an iron bubble: 
but here the distinction ends; in 1825 the country 
undertook immediate engagements; to fulfil which a 
century's income would not have sufficed: to-day a 
thousand railway companies are registered, requiring 
a capital of six hundred million; and another thousand 
projected, to cost another five hundred million. Where 
is the money to come from? If the world was both 
cultivated and civilised (instead of neither), and this 
nation could be sold, with every building, ship, quad- 
ruped, jewel and marketable female in it, it would 
not fetch the money to make these railways; yet the 
country undertakes to create them in three years with 
its floating capital. Arithmetic of Bedlam! The thing 
cannot last a year without collapsing." Richard 
Hardie talked like this from first to last But, when 
he saw that shares invariably mounted; that even 
those who, for want of interest, had to buy them at a 
premium, sold them at a profit; when he saw paupers 
making large fortunes in a few months, by buying 
into every venture and selling the next week; he 
itched for his share of the booty, and determined to 
profit in act by the credulity of mankind, as well as 
expose it in words. He made use of his large con- 
nexions to purchase shares; which he took care to part 
with speedily; he cleared a good deal of money, and 
that made him hungrier: he went deeper and deeper 
into what he called Flat catching, till one day he stood 
to win thirty thousand pounds at a coup. 

But it is dangerous to be a convert, real or false, 
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to Bubble: the game is to be rash at once, and torn 
prudent at the full tide. When Eichard- Hardie was 
up to his chin in these time bargains, came an incident 
not easy to foresee: the conductors of the Times, either 
from patriotism, or long-sighted policy, punctured the 
bladder, though they were making tiiousands weekly 
by the railway advertisements. The time was so well 
chosen, and the pin applied, that it was a death-blow: 
shares declined from diat morning, and the inevitable 
panic was advanced a week or two. The more cre- 
dulous speculators held on in hopes of a revival; but 
Hardie, who knew that the collapse had been merely 
hastened, saw the gravity of the situation, and sold 
largely at a heavy loss. But he could not sell all the 
bad paper he had accumulated for a temporary pur- 
pose: the panic came too swiftly, and too strong: soon 
there were no buyers at any price. The biter was 
bit: the fox who had said "This is a trap; FU lightly 
come and lightly go," was caught by ike light fan- 
tastic toe. 

In this emergency he showed high qualities; vast 
financial ability, great fortitude, and that sense of 
commercial honour which Mrs. Dodd justly called his 
semi-chivalrous sentiment. He mustered all his private 
resources to meet his engagements, and maintain his 
high position. Then commenced a long and steady 
struggle, conducted with a Spartan dignity and self- 
command, and a countenance as close as wax. Little 
did any he in Barkington guess the doubts and fears, 
the hopes and despondencies, which agitated and tore 
the heart and brain that schemed, and throbbed, and 
glowed, and sickened by turns, beneath that steady 
modulated exterior. And so for months and months 
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he secretly battled with insolvency; sometimes it threat* 
ened in ike distance, sometimes at hand, but never 
caught him unawares: he provided for each coming 
danger, — he encountered each immediate attack. 
But not imscathed in morals. Just as matters looked 
brighter, came a concentration of liabilities he could 
not meet without emptying his tills, and so incurring 
the most frightful danger of all. He had provided for 
its coming too; but a decline, greater than he had 
reckoned on, in the value of his good securities, made 
that provision inadequate. Then it was he committed 
a faux-pas. He was one of his own children's trus- 
tees, and the other two signed after him like machines. 
He said to himself: "My honour is my children's; my 
position is worth thousands to them, I have samfic^ 
a fortune to preserve it; it would be madness to recoil 
now." He borrowed three thousand pounds of the 
trust money, and, soon after, two thousand more: it 
kept him above water; but the peril, and the escape 
on such terms, left him gasping inwardly. 

At last, when even his granite nature was almost 
worn down with labour, anxiety, and struggling all 
alone without a word of comfort — for the price of 
one grain of sympathy would have been "Destruc- 
tion" — - he shuffled off his iron burden, and breathed 
again. 

One day he spent in a sort of pleasing lethargy, 
like a strong swimmer who, long and sore buffeted by 
the waves, has reached the shore at last. 

The next day his cashier, a sharp-visaged, bald- 
headed old man called young Skinner, invited his at- 
tention rather significantly to the high amount of cer^ 
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tain balances comparidd with the cash at his (Skinner^s) 
disposal. 

"Indeed!" said Bardie, quietly; "that must be 
regulated." He added graciously, as if conferring a 
great favour, "I'll look into the books myself. Skinner." 

He did more; he sat up all night over the books; 
and his heart died within him. Bankruptcy seemed 
coming towards him, slow perhaps, but sure. And 
meantime to live with the sword hanging over him by 
a hair! 

Soon matters approached a crisis; several large 
drafts were drawn, which would have cleaned the bank 
out, but that the yearly rents of a wealthy nobleman 
had for some days past been flowing in. This noble- 
man had gone to explore Syria and Assyria. He was 
a great traveller, who contrived to live up to his in- 
come at home, but had never been able to spend a 
quarter of it abroad, for want of enemies and masters 
— better known as friends and servants — to help 
him. So Hardie was safe for some months, unless 
there should be an extraordinary run on him, and that 
was not likely this year; the panic had subsided, and, 
nota bene, his credit had never stood higher. The 
reason was, he had been doublefaced; had always 
spoken against railways: and his wise words were 
public, whereas his fatal acts had been done in the 
dark. 

But now came a change, a bitter revulsion, over 
this tossed mind; hope and patience failed at last, and 
his virtue, being a thing of habit and traditions, rather 
than of the soul, wore out; nay more, this man, who 
had sacrificed so nobly to commercial integrity, filled 
with hate of his idol, and contempt of himself. "Idiot I" 
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said he, "to throw away a fortune fighting for honour, 
— a greater buhble than that which has rained me — 
instead of breaking like a man, with a hidden pnrse, 
and starting fair again as sensible traders do/' 

No honest man in the country that year repented 
of his vices so sincerely as Bichard Hardie loathed 
his virtue. And he did not confine his penitence to 
sentiment; he began to spend his days at the bank 
poring over the books, and to lay out his arithmetical 
genius in a subtle process, that should enable him by 
degrees to withdraw a few thousands from human eyes 
for his future use , despite the feoble safeguards of the 
existing law. In other words Eichard Hardie, like 
thousands before him, was fabricating and maturing 
a false balance-sheet 

One man in his time plays many animab. Hardie 
at this period turned mole. He burrowed darkling 
into SBS alienum. There is often one of these sleek 
miners in a Bank: it is a section of human zoology 
the journals have lately enlarged on, and drawn the 
painstaking creature grubbing and mining away to 
brief opulence; and briefer penal servitude than one 
could wish. I rely on my reader having read these 
really able sketches of my contemporaries; and spare 
him minute details, that possess scarcely a new feature, 
except one: in that Bank was not only a mole; but a 
mole-catcher: and contrary to custom, the mole was 
the master, the mole-catcher the servant. The latter 
had no hostile views; far from it: he was rather at- 
tached to his master: but his attention was roused by 
the youngest clerk, a boy of sixteen, being so oft^ 
sent for into the Bank parlour, to copy into the books 
some arithmetical result, without its process. Attenr 
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tion soon became suspicion; and suspicion found many 
little things to feed on, till it grew to certainty. But 
the outer world was none the wiser: the mole*catcher 
was no chatter-box; he was a solitary man; no wife 
nor mistress about him; and he revered the mole, and 
liked him better than anything in the world — except 
money. 

Thus the great Banker stood, a colossus of wealth 
and stability to the eye, though ready to crumble at 
a touch; and indeed self-doomed; for bankruptcy was 
now his game. 

This was a miserable man; far more miserable than 
his son whose happiness he had thwarted: his face was 
farrowed, and his hair thinned by secret struggle: and 
of all the things that gnawed him, like the fox, 
beneath his Spartan robe, none was more bitter than 
to have borrowed five thousand pounds of his children, 
and sunk it. 

His wife^s father, a keen man of business, who saw 
there was little affection on his side, had settled his 
daughter's money on her for life, and, in case of her 
death, on the children upon coming of age. The mar- 
riage of Alfred or Jane would be sure to expose him; 
settlements would be proposed; lawyers engaged to 
peer into the trust, &c. No; they 7nust remain single 
for the present, or else marry wealtL 

So, when his son announced an attachment to a 
young lady living in a suburban villa, it was a ter- 
rible blow, though he took it with outward calm, as 
usual. But if, instead of prating about beauty, virtue, 
and breeding, Alfred had told him hard cash in five 
figures could be settled by the bride's family on the 
young couple, he would have welcomed the wedding 

Hard Cash, h 14 
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with great external indi£Perence, but a secret gush of 
joy; for then he could throw himself on Alfred's ge- 
nerosity, and be released from that one corroding debt; 
perhaps allowed to go on drawing the interest of the 
remainder. 

Thus, in reality, all the interests, with which this 
story deals, converged towards one point; the fourteen 
thousand pounds. Bichard Hardie's opposition was a 
mere misunderstanding; and, if he had been told of 
the Gash, and to what purpose Mrs. Dodd destined It, 
and then put on board the Agra in the Straits of Gas- 
par, he wotdd have calmly taken off his coat, and 
helped to defend the bearer of It against all assailants 
as stoutly, and, to all appearance, imperturbably, as 
he had fought that other bitter battle at home. For 
there was something heroic in this erring man; though 
his rectitude depended on circumstances. 



CHAPTER IX. 

The way the pirate dropped the mask, showed his 
black teeth, and bore up in chase, was terrible: so 
dilates and bounds the sudden tiger on his unwary 
prey. There were stout hearts among the officers of 
the peaceable Agra; but danger in a new form shakes 
the brave; and this was their first pirate: their dismay 
broke out in ejaculations not loud but deep. "Hush!" 
said Dodd, doggedly; "the lady!" 

Mrs. Beresford had just come on deck to enjoy the 
balmy morning. 

"Sharpe," said Dodd, in a tone that conveyed no 
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suspicion to the new comer, "set the royals, and fly- 
ing jib. — Port!" 

"Port it is," cried the man at the helm. 

"Steer due South!" And, with these words in his 
mouth, Dodd dived to the gun deck. 

By this time elastic Sharpe had recovered the first 
shock; and the order to crowd sail on the ship galled 
his pride and his manhood; he muttered, indignantly, 
"The white feather!" This eased his mind, and he 
obeyed orders briskly as ever. While he and his 
hands were setting every rag the ship cotdd carry on 
that tack, the other officers, having unluckily no orders 
to execute, stood gloomy and helpless, with their eyes 
glued, by a sort of sombre fascination, on that coming 
fate: and they literally jumped and jarred, when Mrs. 
Beresford, her heart opened by the lovely day, broke 
in on their nerves with her light treble. 

"What a sweet morning, gentlemen. After all a 
voyage is a delightful thing: oh, what a splendid sea! 
and the very breeze is warm. Ah, and there's a little 
ship sailing along: here Freddy, Freddy darling, leave 
off beating the sailor's legs, and come here and see 
this pretty ship. What a pity it is so far off. Ah! 
ah! what is that dreadful noise?" 

For her horrible small talk, that grated on those 
anxious souls like the mockery of some infantine fiend, 
was cut short by ponderous blows and tremendous 
smashing below. It was the captain staving in water 
casks: the water poured out at the scuppers. 

"Clearing the lee guns," said a middy, off his guard. 

Colonel Kenealy pricked up his ears, drew his 
cigar from his mou^, and smelt powder. "What, for 
acdon?" said he, briskly. "Where's the enemy?" 

14* 
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Follaloye made him a signal, and they went 
below. 

Mrs. Beresford had not heard, or not appreciated 
the remark: she prattled on till she made the mates 
and midshipmen shudder. 

Realise the situation, and the strange incongruitj 
between the senses and ^e mind in these poor fellows! 
The day had ripened its beauty; beneath a purple 
heaven shone, sparkled, and laughed, a blue sea, in 
whose waves the tropical sun seemed to have fused 
his beams; and beneaSb that fair, sinless, peaceful ^, 
wafted by a balmy breeze over those smilhig, transpar- 
ent, golden waves, a bloodthirsty Pirate bore down 
on them with a crew of human tigers; and a lady 
babble babble babble babble babble babble babbled in 
their quivering ears. 

But now the captain came bustling on deck, eyed 
the loftier sails, saw they were drawing well, ap- 
pointed four midshipmen a staff to convey his orders; 
gave Bayliss charge of the carronades. Grey of the 
cutlasses, and directed Mr. Tickell to break the bad 
news gently to Mrs. Beresford, and to take her below 
to the orlop deck; ordered the purser to serve out 
beef, biscuit, and grog to all lumds, saying, "Mm 
can't work on an empty stomach: and fighting is hard 
work;" then beckoned the officers to come round him. 
"Gentlemen," said he, confidentially, "in crowding 
sail on this ship I had no hope of escaping that fellow 
on this tack, but I was, and am, most anxious to gain 
the open sea, where I can square my yards and ran 
for it, if I see a chance. At present I shall carry on 
till he comes up within range: and then, to keep the 
Company's canvas from being shot to rags, I shall 
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shorten sail; and to save ship and cargo and all our 
lives, I shall fight while a plank of her swims. Better 
be killed in hot blood than walk the plank in cold." 

The officers cheered faintly; the captain^s dogged 
resolution stirred up theirs. 

The pirate had gained another quarter of a mile 
and more. The ship^s crew were hard at their beef 
and grog, and agreed among themselves it was a com- 
fortable ship; they guessed what was coming, and woe 
to the ship in that hour if the captain had not won 
their respect. Strange to say, there were two gentlemen 
in the Agra to whom the pirate's approach was not 
altogether unwelcome. Colonel Kenealy and Mr. Ful- 
lalove were rival sportsmen; and rival theorists. Kenealy 
stood out for a smooth bore, and a four ounce ball; 
Fullalove for a rifle of his own construction. Many a 
doughty argument they had, and many a bragging 
match; neither could convert the other. At last Fullalove 
hinted that by going ashore at the Cape, and getting 
each behind a tree at one hundred yards, and popping 
at one another, one or other would be convinced. 

"Well, but," said Kenealy, "if he is dead, he will 
be no wiser; besides, to a fellow like me, who has had 
the luxury of popping at his enemies, popping at a 
friend is poor insipid work." 

"That is true," said the other, regretfully. "But 
I reckon we shall never settle it by argument." 

Theorists are amazing; and it was plain, by the 
alacrity with which these good creatures loaded the 
rival instruments, that to them the pirate came not so 
much a pirate as a solution. Indeed Kenealy, in the 
act of charging his piece, was heard to mutter, "Now 
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this is lucky." Howeyer, these theorists were no soon» 
loaded, than something occurred to make them more 
serious. Thej were sent for in haste to Dodd^s cabin; 
they found him giving Sharpe a new order. 

^'Shorten sail to the taupsles and jib, get the 
colours ready on the halyards, and then send the men 
aft" 

Sharpe ran out full of zeal, and tumbled over 
Ramgolam, who was stooping remarkably near the 
keyhole. Dodd hastily bolted the cabin door, and 
looked with trembling lip and piteous earnestness in 
Kenealy's face and FuUalove's. They were mute with 
surprise at a gaze so eloquent yet mysterious. 

He manned himself, and opened his mind to them 
with deep emotion, yet not without a certain simple 
dignity. 

"Colonel," said he, "you are an old friend; yow, 
sir, are a new one; but I esteem you highly, and what 
my young gentlemen chaff you about, you calling all 
men brothers, and making that poor negro love you, 
instead of fear you, that shows me you have a great 
heart My dear friends, I have been unlucky enough 
to bring my chUdren^s fortune on board this ship: here 
it is, under my shirt Fourteen thousand pounds! 
This weighs me down. Oh, if they should lose it 
after all! Do pray give me a hand apiece and pledge 
your sacred words to take it home saie to my wife at 
Barkington, if you, or either of you, should see this 
bright sun set to-day, and I should not" 

"Why Dodd, old fellow," said Kenealy, cheerfully, 
"this is not the way to go into action." 

"Colonel," replied Dodd, "to save this ship and 
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cargo, I most be wherever the ballets axe, and I will, 
too." 

Follaloye, more sagacious than the worthy colonel, 
said earnestly: "Captain Dodd, may I never see 
Broadway again, and never see Heaven at the end of 
my time, if I fail you! There's my hand." 

"And mine," said Kenealy, warmly. 

They all three joined hands, and Dodd seemed to 
cling to them. 

"God bless you both! God bless you! Oh, what 
a weight your true hands have pulled off my heart 
GU)od-by, for a few minutes. The time is short. Til 
just offer a prayer to the Almighty for wisdom, and 
then ril come up and say a word to the men, and 
fight the ship; according to my lights." 

Sail was no sooner shortened, and the crew ranged, 
than the captain came briskly on deck, saluted, jumped 
on a carronade, and stood erect. He was not die man 
to show the crew his forebodings. 

(Pipe.) "Silence fore and aft." 

"My men, the schooner coming up on our weather 
quarter is a Portuguese pirate. His character is known; 
he scuttles all the ships he boards, dishonours the 
women, and murders the crew. We cracked on to get 
out of the narrows, and now we have shortened sail to 
fight this blackguard, and teach him to molest a British 
ship, I promise, in the Company's name, twenty 
pounds prize money to «very man before the mast if 
we beat him off or outmanoeuvre him; thirty if we sink 
him; and forty if we tow him astern into a friendly 
port. Eight guns are clear below, three on the weather 
side, five on the lee; for, if he knows his business, he 
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will come up on the lee quarter: if he doesn^t, that is 
no fault of yours nor mine. The muskets are all 
loaded, the cutlasses ground like razors — " 

"Hurrahl" 

"We have got women to defend — " 

"Hurrahl" 

"A good ship under our feet, the Gk)d of justice 
over head, British hearts in our bosoms, and British 
colours flying — run 'em up! — over our heads." 
(The ship's colours flew up to the fore, and the Union 
Jack to the mizen peak.) "Now lads, I mean to 
fight this ship while a plank of her (stamping on the 
deck) swims beneath my foot and — what do you 

SAY?" 

The reply was a fierce "hurrah!" from a hundred 
throats, so loud, so deep, so full of volume, it made 
the ship vibrate, and rang in the creeping on pirate's 
ears. Fierce, but cunning, he saw mischief in those 
shortened sails, and that Union Jack, the terror of 
his tribe, rising to a British cheer; he lowered his 
mainsail, and crawled up on the weather quarter. Ar- 
rived within a cable's length, he double reefed his 
foresail to reduce his rate of sailing nearly to that of 
the ship; and the next moment a tongue of flame, and 
then a gush of smoke, issued from his lee bow, and 
the ball flew screaming like a seagull over the Agra's 
mizen top. He then put his helm up, and fired his 
other bow-chaser, and sent the shot hissing and skip- 
ping on the water past the ship. This prologue made 
the novices wince. Bayliss wanted to reply willi a 
carronade; but Dodd forbade him sternly, saying, "If 
we keep him aloof we are done for." 

The pirate drew nearer, and fired both guns in 
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succession, hulled the Agra amidships, and sent an 
eighteen pound ball through her foresail. Most of the 
faces were pale on the quarter deck; it was very trying 
to be shot at, and hit, and make no return. The next 
double discharge sent one shot smash through the stem 
cabin window, and splintered the bulwark with another, 
wounding a seaman slightly. 

"Lib down forward!" shouted Dodd, through his 
trumpet ^^Bayliss, give him a shot." 

The carronade was fired with a tremendous report, 
but no visible effect. The pirate crept nearer, steer- 
ing in and out like a snake to avoid the carronades, 
and firing those two heavy guns alternately into the 
devoted ship. He hulled the Agra now nearly every 
shot 

The two available carronades replied noisily, and 
jumped as usual; they sent one thirty-two pound shot 
dean through the schooner^s deck and side; but that 
was literally all they did worth speaking of. 

"Curse them I" cried Dodd; "load them with grape! 
they are not to be trusted with ball. And all my 
ei^teen-pounders dumb! The coward won't come 
alongside and give them a chance." 

At the next discharge the pirate chipped the mizen 
mast, and knocked a sailor into dead pieces on the 
forecastle. Dodd put his helm down ere the smoke 
cleared, and got three carronades to bear, heavily laden 
with grape. Several pirates fell, dead or wounded, on 
the crowded deck, and some holes appeared in the 
foresail; this one interchange was quite in favour of 
the ship. 

But the lesson made the enemy more cautious; he 
crept nearer, but steered so adroitly, now right astern, 
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now on the quarter, that the ship could seldom bring 
more than one carronade to bear, while he raked her 
fore and aft with grape and ball. 

In this alarming situation, Dodd kept as many of 
the men below as possible; but, for all he could do 
four were killed and seven wounded. 

Fullalove's word came too true: it was the sword- 
fish and the whale: it was a fight of hammer and anvil; 
one hit, the other made a noise. Cautious and cruel, 
the pirate hung on the poor hulking creature's quarters 
and raked her at point blank distance. He made her 
pass a bitter time. And her captain! To see the 
splintering hull, the parting shrouds, the shivered gear, 
and hear the shrieks and groans of his wounded; and 
he unable to reply in kind! The sweat of agony poured 
down his face. Oh, if he could but reach the open 
sea, and square his yards, and make a long chase of 
it; perhaps fall in with aid. Wincing under each heavy 
blow, he crept doggedly, patiently, on, towards that 
one visible hope. 

At last, when the ship was cloved with shot, and 
peppered with grape, the channel opened: in five 
minutes more he could put her dead before the wind. 

No. The pirate, on whose side luck had been from 
the first, got half a broadside to bear at long musket 
shot, killed a midshipman by Dodd's side, cut away 
two of the Agra's mizen shrouds, wounded the gaff: 
and cut the jib stay; down fell that powerful sail into 
the water, and dragged across the ship's forefoot, 
stopping her way to the open sea she panted for; the 
mates groaned; the crew cheered stoutly, as British 
tars do in any great disaster; the pirates ydled with 
ferocious triumph, like the devils they looked. 
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But most human events, even calamities, have two 
sides. The Agra being brought almost to a standstill, 
the pirate forged ahead against his will, and the com- 
bat took a new and terrible form. The elephant gun 
popped, and the rifle cracked, in the Agra*s mizen top, 
and the man at the pirate^s helm jumped into the air 
and fell dead: both Theorists claimed him. Then the 
three carronades peppered him hotly; and he hurled 
an iron shower back with fatal effect. Theji at last 
the long 18-pounders on the gun-deck got a word in. 
The old Niler was not the man to miss a vessel along- 
side in a quiet sea; he sent two round shot clean 
through him; the third splintered his bulwark, and 
swept across his deck. 

"His masts! fire at his masts!" roared Dodd to 
Monk, through his trumpet; he then got the jib clear, 
and made what sail he could without taking all the 
hands firom the guns. 

This kept the vessels nearly alongside a few 
minutes, and the fight was hot as fire. The pirate 
now for the first time hoisted his flag. It was black 
as ink. 'His crew yelled as it rose: the Britons, in- 
stead of quailing, cheered with fierce derision: the 
pirate^s wild crew of yellow Malays, black chinless 
Papuans, and bronzed Portuguese, served their side 
guns, 12-pounders, well and with ferocious cries; the 
white Britons, drunk with battle now, naked to the 
wabt, grimed with powder, and spotted like leopards 
with blood, their own and their mates\ replied with 
loud undaunted cheers, and deadly hail of grape from 
the quarter deck; while the master-gunner and his 
mates, loading wit^ a rapidity the mixed races opposed 
eoold not rival, hulled the schooner well between wind 
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and water, and then fired chain shot at her masts, as 
ordered, and began to play the mischief with her 
shrouds and rigging. Meantime, Fullalove and Kenea- 
ly, aided by Vespasian, who loaded, were quietly 
butchering the pirate crew two a minute, and hoped 
to settle the question they were fighting for; smooth 
bore V, rifle: but unluckily neither fired once without 
killing; so "there was nothing proven." 

The pirate, bold as he was, got sick of fair fighting 
first; he hoisted his mainsail and drew rapidly ahead, 
with a slight bearing to windward, and dismounted a 
carronade and stove in the ship^s quarter-boat, by way 
of a parting kick. 

The men hurled a contemptuous cheer after him; 
they thought they had beaten him oflF. But Dodd 
knew better. He was but retiring a little way to make 
a more deadly attack than ever: he would soon wear, 
and cross the Agra's defenceless bows, to rake her fore 
and aft at pistol-shot distance; or grapple, and board 
the enfeebled ship two hundred strong. 

Dodd flew to the helm, and with his own hands 
put it hard a weather, to give the deck guns one more 
chance, the last, of sinking or disabling the Destroyer. 
As the ship obeyed, and a deck gun bellowed below 
him, he saw a vessel running out from Long, Island, 
and coming swiftly up on his lee quarter. 

It was a schooner. Was she coming to his aid? 

Horror! A black flag floated from her foremast 
head. 

While Dodd's eyes were staring almost out of his 
head at this death-blow to hope, Monk fijred again; 
and just then a pale face came close to Dodd's, and a 
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solemn yoice whispered in his ear: "Oar unmonition ii 

nearly done!" 

Dodd seized Sharpens hand convolsiyelj, and pointed 
to the pirate's consort coming up to finish them; and 
said, with the calm of a brave man's despair, " Cut- 
lasses 1 and die hardT' 

At that moment the master gunner fijred his last 
gun. It sent a chain shot on board the retiring pirate, 
took off a Portuguese head and spun it clean into the 
sea ever so far to windward, and cut the schooner's 
foremast so nearly through that it trembled and nodded, 
and presently snapped with a loud crack, and came 
down like a broken tree, with the yard and sail; the 
latter overlapping the deck and burying itself, black 
flag and all, in the sea; and there, in one moment, lay 
the Destroyer buffeting and wriggling — like a heron 
on the water with his long wing broken — an utter 
cripple. 

The victorious crew raised a stunning cheer. 

"Silence!" roared Dodd, with his trumpet. "All 
hands make sail!" 

He set his courses, bent a new jib, and stood out 
to windward close hauled, in hopes to make a good 
offing, and then put his ship dead before the wind, 
which was now rising to a stiff breeze. In doing this 
he crossed the crippled pirate's bows, within eighty 
yards; and sore was the temptation to rake him; but 
his ammunition being short, and his danger being im- 
minent firom the other pirate, he had the self-command 
to resist the great temptation. 

He hailed the mizen top: "Can you two hinder 
them from firing that gun?" 
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"I rather think we can," said FuUalove, "eh, colo- 
nel?" and tapped his long rifle. 

The ship no sooner crossed the schooner's bows* 
than a Malay ran forward with a linstock. Pop went 
the colonel's ready carbine, and the Malay fell over 
dead, and the linstock flew out of his hand. A tall 
Portuguese, with a movement of rage, snatched it up, 
and darted to the gun: the Yankee rifle cracked, but a 
moment too late. Bang I went the pirate's bow-chaser, 
and crashed into the Agra's side, and passed nearly 
through her. 

"Ye missed him I Ye missed him!" cried the rival 
theorist, joyfully. He was mistaken: the smoke cleared, 
and there was the pirate captain leaning wounded against 
the mainmast with a Yankee bullet in his shoulder, 
and his crew uttering yells of dismay and vengeance. 
They jumped, and raged, and brandkhed their knives, 
and made horrid gesticulations of revenge; and the 
white eyeballs of the Malays and Papuans glittered 
fiendishly; and the wounded captain raised his sound 
arm and had a signal hoisted to his consort, and she 
bore up in chase, and jamming her fore latine flat as 
a board, lay far nearer the wind than the Agra could, 
and sailed three feet to her two besides. On this supe- 
riority being made clear, the situation of the Merchant 
vessel, though not so utterly desperate as before Monk 
fired his lucky shot, became pitiable enough. If she 
ran before the wind, the fresh pirate would cut her oflF: 
if she lay to windward, she might postpone the in- 
evitable and fatal collision with a foe as strong as that 
she had only escaped by a rare piece of luck; but this 

* Being disabled, the schooner^s head had oome round to windward, 
^OQgh she was drifting to leeward. 
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would give the crippled pirate time to refit and unite 
to destroy her. Add to this the failing ammunition, 
and the thinned crew! 

Dodd cast his eyes all round the horizon for help. 

The sea was hlank. 

The hright sun was hidden now; drops of rain fell, 
and the wind was heginning to sing; and the sea to 
rise a little. 

"Gentlemen," said he, "let us kneel down and 
pray for wisdom, in this sore strait" ^ 

He and his officers kneeled on the quarter deck. 
When they rose, Dodd stood rapt about a minute; his 
great thoughtful eye saw no more the enemy, the sea, 
nor anything external; it was turned inward. His 
officers looked at him in silence. 

"Sharpe," said he, at last, "there must be a way 
out of them with such a breeze as this is now; if we 
could but see it." 

"Ay, i/," groaned Sharpe. 

Dodd mused again. 

"About ship!" said he, sofkly, like an absent man. 

"Ay, ay, sir!" 

"Steer due north!" said he, still like one whose 
mind was elsewhere. 

While the ship was coming about, he gave minute 
orders to the mates and the gunner, to ensure co- 
operation in the delicate and dangerous manoeuvres 
that were sure to be at hand. 

The wind was W.N.W: he was standing north: 
one pirate lay on his lee beam stopping a leak between 
wind and water, and hacking the deck dear of his 
broken masts and yards. The other fresh, and thirst* 
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ing for the easy prej^ came up to weather on Um and 
hang on his quarter, pirate fashion. 

When they were distant about a cablets length, 
the fresh pirate, to meet the ship^s change of tactics, 
changed his own, luffed up, and gave the ship a 
broadside, well aimed but not destructive, the guns 
being loaded with ball. 

Dodd, instead of replying immediately, put his 
helm hard up and ran under ^e pirate's stem, while 
he was jap^tmed up in the wind, and with his five 
eighteen pounders raked him fore and aft, then paying 
off, gave him three carronades crammed with grape 
and canister; the almost simultaneous discharge of 
eight guns made the ship tremble, and enveloped ber 
in thick smoke; loud shrieks and groans were heard 
from the schooner: the smoke cleared; the pirate's 
mainsail hung on deck, his jib-boom was cut off like 
a carrot and the sail struggling; his foresail looked 
lace, lanes of dead and wounded lay still or writhing 
on his deck, and his lee scuppers ran blood into the 
sea. Dodd squared his yards and bore away. 

The ship rushed down the wind, leaving the 
schooner staggered and all abroad. But not for long; 
the pirate wore and fired his bow chasers at the now 
flying Agra, split one of the carronades in two, and 
killed a Lascar, and made a hole in the foresail; this 
done, he hoisted his mainsaU again in a trice, sent 
his wounded below, flung his dead overboard, to the 
horror of their foes, and came after the flying ship, 
yawning and firing his bow chasers. The ship was 
silent She had no shot to throw away. Not only did 
she take these blows like a coward, but all signs of 
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life disappeared on her, except two men at the wheel, 
and the captain on the main gangway. 

Dodd had ordered the crew out of the rigging, 
armed them with cutlasses, and laid them flat on the 
forecastle. He also compelled Kenealy and Fullalove 
to come down out of harm's way, no wiser on the 
smooth bore question than they went up. 

The great patient ship ran environed by her foes; 
one destroyer right in her course, another in her wake, 
following her with yells of vengeance, and pounding 
away at her — but no reply. 

Suddenly the yells of the pirates on both sides 
ceased, and there was a moment of dead silence on 
the sea. 

Yet nothing fresh had happened. 

Yes, this had happened: the pirates to windward, 
and the pirates to leeward, of the Agra, had found 
out, at one and the same moment, that the merchant 
captain they had lashed, and bidlied, and tortured, 
was a patient but tremendous man. It was not only 
to rake the fresh schooner he had put his ship before 
the wind, but also by a double, daring, master-stroke 
to hurl his monster ship bodily on the other. Without 
a foresail she could never get out of his way. Her 
crew had stopped the leak, and cut away and un- 
shipped the broken foremast, and were stepping a new 
one, when they saw the huge ship bearing down in 
fall sail. Nothing easier than to slip out of her way 
could they get the foresail to draw; but the time was 
short, the deadly intention manifest, the coming de- 
stmction swift 

After that solemn silence came a storm of cries 
and curses, as their seamen went to work to fit the 
Hard Cash. I 15 
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yard and raise iho sail; while their fighting men seisel 
their matchlocks and trained the gnns. They were 
well commanded hj an heroic ahle villain. Astern 
the consort thundered; hut the Agra^s response was a 
dead silence more awful than hroadsides. 

For then was seen with what majesty the enduring 
Anglo-Saxon fights. 

One of that indomitahle race on the gangway, one 
at the foremast, two at the wheel, conned and steered 
the great ship down on a hundred matchlocks and » 
grinning hroaidside, just as they would have conned 
and steered her into a British harbour. 

'* Star-board I" said Dodd, in a deep calm voice, 
with a motion of his hand. 

"Starboard it is." 

The pirate wriggled ahead a little. The man for- 
ward made a silent signal to Dodd. 

"Port I" said Dodd, quietly. 

"Port it is." 

But at this critical moment the pirate astern sent 
a mischievous shot, and knocked one of the men to 
atoms at the helm. 

Dodd waved his hand without a word, and another 
man rose from the deck, and took his place in silence, 
and laid his unshaking hand on the wheel stained with 
that man^s warm blood whose place he took. 

The high ship was now scarce sixty yards distant: 
she seemed to know: she reared her lofty figure-head 
with great awful shoots into the air. 

But now the panting pirates got their new foresail 
hoisted with a joyful shout: it drew, the schooner 
gathered way, and their furious consort dose on the 
Agra's heels just then scourged her deck with grape. 
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"Port I" said Dodd, calmly. 

"Port it is." 

The giant prow darted at the escaping pirate. Tliat 
acre of coming canvas took the wind out of the swift 
schooner^s foresail; it flapped: oh, then she was doomed! 
That awful moment parted the races on hoard her; the 
Papuans and Sooloos, their hlack faces livid and blue 
widi horror, leaped yelling into the sea, or crouched 
and whimpered; the yellow Malays and brown Portu- 
guese, though blanched to one colour now, turned on 
death like dying panthers, fired two cannon slap into* 
the ship^s bows, and snapped their muskets and match- 
locks at their solitary executioner on the ship^s gang- 
way, and out flew their knives like crushed wasp's 
stings. Crash! the Indiaman's cut-water in thick smoke 
beat in the schooner's broadside: down went her masts 
to leeward like fishing-rods whipping the water; there 
was a horrible shrieking yell; wild forms leaped off on 
the Agra, and were hacked to pieces almost ere they 
reached the deck — a surge, a chasm in the sea, filled 
with an instant rush of engulphing waves, a long, 
awful, grating, grinding noise, never to be forgotten 
in this world, all along under the ship's keel — and 
the fearful majestic monster passed on over the blank 
she had made, with a pale crew standing silent and 
awestruck on her deck; a cluster of wild heads and 
staring eyeballs bobbing like corks in her foaming 
wake, sole relic of the blotted-out destroyer; and a 
wounded man staggering on the gangway, with hands 
uplifted and staring eyes. 

Shot in two places, the head and the breast! 

With a loud cry of pity and dismay, Sharpe, Fulla- 
love, £enealy, and others rushed to catch him; but, 
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ere they got near, the captain of the triumphant ship 
fell down on his hands and knees, his head sunk over 
the gangway, and his blood ran fast and pattered in 
the midst of them, on the deck he had defended so 
bravely. 



CHAPTER X. 

In the narrative of home events I skipped a little 
business, not quite colourless, but irrelevant to the love 
passages then on hand. It has however a connexion 
with the curious events now converging to a point: so, 
with the reader's permission, I will place it in logical 
sequence, disregarding the order of time. The day 
Dr. Sampson splashed among the ducks and, one of 
them hid till dinner, the rest were seated at luncheon, 
when two patients were announced as waiting — Mr. 
and Mrs. Maxley. Sampson refused to see them, on 
this ground: "I will not feed and heal." But Mrs. Dodd 
interceded, and he yielded. "Well, then, show them 
in here; they are better cracters than pashints." On 
this, a stout fresh-coloured woman, the picture of health, 
was ushered in, and curtseyed all round. 

"Well, what is the matter now?" inquired Sampson, 
rather roughly. 

"Be seated, Mrs. Maxley," said Mrs. Dodd, benignly. 

"I thank ye kindly, ma'am;" and she sat down. 
"Doctor, it is that pain." 

"Well, don't say *that pain.' Describe it. Now 
listen, all of ye; ye're goen' to get a clinical lecture." 

"If you please, ma'am," said the patient, "it takes 
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me here under my left breest, and runs right to my 
elbow, it do: and bitter bad 'tis while it do last; 
chokes me, mostly; and I feel as I must die: and if 
I was to move hand or fat, I think I should die, that 
I do." 

"Poor woman," said Mrs. Dodd. 

" Oh, she isn't dead yet," cried Sampson cheerfully. 
"She'll sell addled eggs over all our tombstones: that 
is to say, if she minds what I bid her. When was your 
last spasm?" 

"No longer agone than yestereen, ma'am; and so 
I said to my master, *The doctor he is due to-morrow 
Sally up at Albion tells me; and ' " 

"Whisht! whisht! who cares what you said to Jack, 
and Jill said to you? What was the cause?" 

"The cause! What, of my pain? He says, *What 
was the cause?'" 

"Ay, the cause. Just obsairve, jintlemen," said 
Sampson, addressing imaginary students, "how startled 
they all are if a docker deviates from profissional habits 
into sceince, and takes the right eend of the stick for 
once b' asking for the cause." 

"The cause was the will of God, I do suppose," 
said Mrs. Maxley. 

"Stuff!" shouted Sampson, angrily. "Then why 
come to mortal me to cure you?" 

Alfred put in his oar. "He does not mean the 
'final cause;' he means the 'proximate cause.'" 

"My poor dear creature, I baint no Latiner," ob- 
jected the patient. 

Sampson fixed his eyes sternly on the slippery 
dame. "What I want to know is, had you been run- 
ning up-stairs? or eating fast? or drinking fast? or 
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grizzling over twopence? or quarreling with your hus- 
band? Come now, which was it?" 

"Me quarrel with my man I We haven't never 
been disagreeable, not once, since we went to church 
a pair and came back a couple. I don't say but what 
we mayn't have had a word or two at odd times, as 
married folk will." 

"And the last time you had a word or two — 
y' infaimal quibbler — was it just before your last 
spasm, eh?" 

"Well, it might; I am not gainsaying that: but 
you said quarrel, says you; 'quarrel' it were your 
word; and I defy all Barkton, gentle and simple, to 
say as how me and my master " 

"Whisht! whisht 1 Now jintlemen, ye see what the 
great coming sceince — the sceince of Healing — has 
to contind with. The dox are all fools; but one: and 
the pashints are lyres, ivery man Jack. N' listen me; 
y' have got a disease that you can't eradicate; but you 
may muzzle it for years, and die of something quite 
different when your time's up." 

"Like enough, sir. K you please, ma'am, Dr. 
Stephenson do blame my indigestion for it." 

"Dr. Stephenson's an ass." 

"Dear heart, how cantankerous you be. To be sure 
Dr. Osmond he says no: it's muscTilar, says he." 

"Dr. Osmond's an ijjiti List me I You mustn't 
grizzle about money; you mustn't gobble, nor drink 
your beer too fast." 

"You are wrong, doctor; I never drink no beer: it 
costs." 

"Your catlap, then. And, above all, no grizzling! 
Go to church whenever you can without losing a 
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farthing. It^s medicinal; soothes the hrain, and takes 
it off worldly cares. And have no words with your 
husband: or he^ll outlive you; it^s his only chance of 
getting the last word. Care killed a cat, a nanimal 
with eight lives more than a chatterbox. If you worry 
or excite your brain, little Maxley, you will cook your 
own goose — by a quick fire." 

"Dear heart, these be unked sayings. Won't ye 
give me nothing to make me better, sir?" 

"No; I never tinker; I go to the root: you may 
buy a vile of chlorofm and take a puff if you feel 
premonory symps: but a quite brain is your only real 
ehance. Now slope! and send the male screw." 

"Anan?" 

"Your husband." 

"That I will, sir. Your sarvant, doctor; your 
sarvant, ma'am; sarvant all the company." 

Mrs. Dodd hoped the poor woman had nothing 
very serious the matter. 

"Oh, it is a mortal disease," replied Sampson, as 
cool as a cucimiber. "She has got angina pictoris, or 
brist-pang, a disorder that admirably eximplifies the 
pretinsions of midicine t' a sceince." And with this he 
dashed into monologue. 

Maxley's tall gaunt form came slouching in, and 
traversed the floor, pounding it with heavy nailed 
boots. He seated himself gravely at Mrs. Dodd's in- 
vitation, took a halidkerchief out of his hat, wiped his 
face, and surveyed the company, grand and calm. In 
James Maxley all was ponderous; his head was huge; 
his mouth, when it fairly opened, revealed a chasm, 
and thence issued a voice naturally stentorian by its 
volume and native vigour. But, when the owner of 
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this incarnate bassoon had a mind to say something 
sagacious, he sank at once from his habitual roar to a 
sound scarce above a whisper; a contrast mighty comical 
to hear, though on paper nil. 

"Well, what is it, Maxley? Rheumatism again?" 

"No, that it ain't," bellowed Maxley, defiantly. 

"What then? Come, look sharp." 

"Well, then, doctor, TU tell you. Tm sore troubled 
— with — a — mouse." 

This malady, announced in the tone of a proclama- 
tion, and coming after so much solemn preparation, 
amused the party considerably, although parturient 
mountains had ere then produced muscipular abortions. 

"A mouse!" inquired Sampson, disdainfully. "Where? 
up your sleeve? Don't come to me: go t' a sawbones 
and have your arm cut oflT. Tve seen 'em mutilate a 
pashint for as little." 

Maxley said it was not up his sleeve, worse luck. 

On this, Alfred hazarded a conjecture. Might it 
not have gone down his throat? "Took his potato-trap 
for the pantry-door. Ha! ha!" 

"Ay, I hear ye, young man, a laughing at your 
own sport," said Maxley, winking his eye; "but 'tain't 
the biggest mouth as catches the most: you sits yander 
fit to bust: but (with a roar like a lion) ye never offers 
me none on't, neither sup nor bit" 

At this sudden turn of Mr. Maxley's wit, light and 
playful as a tap of the old English quarter-staff, they 
were a little staggered, all but Edward, wo laugh^ 
and supplied him zealously with sandwiches. 

"You're a gentleman, you are," said Maxley, look- 
ing full at Sampson and Alfired to point the contra- 
distinction. 
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Having thus disposed of his satirists, lie contem- 
plated the sandwiches with an inquiring and philoso- 
phic eye. "Well," said he, after long and thoughtful 
inspection, "you gentlefolks won't die of hard work; 
your sarvants must cut the very meat to fit your mouths." 
And not to fall behind the gentry in a great and useful 
department of intelligence, he made precisely one mouth- 
ful of each sandwich. 

Mrs. Dodd was secretly amazed, and taking care 
not to be noticed by Maxley, said confidentially, 
"Monsieur avait bien raison; le souris a pass^ par IL" 

The plate cleared, and washed down with a 
tumbler of port, Maxley resumed, and informed the 
doctor that the mouse was at this moment in his gar- 
den eating his bulbs. "And I be come here to put an 
end to her, if IVe any luck at all." 

Sampson told him he needn't trouble. "Nature 
has put an end to her as long as her body." 

Mr. Maxley was puzzled for a moment; then 
opened his mouth from ear to ear in a guffaw that 
made the glasses ring. His humour was perverse: he 
was wit-proof and fun-proof; but at a feeble jest would 
sometimes roar like a lion inflated with laughing-gas. 
Laughed he ever so loud and long, he always ended 
abruptly and without gradation; his laugh was a clean 
spadeful dug out of Merriment. He resumed his 
gravity and his theme all in an instant, "White arsenic 
she won't look at, for Tve tried her; but they tell me 
there's another sweetmeat come up: which they call it 
strick-nine." 

"Hets! let the poor beasty alone. Life's as sweet 
tit as tns." 

"If you was a gardener ^ you'd feel for the bulbs, 
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not for the varmin," remonstrated Maxley, rather arro- 
gantly. 

"Bnt bein' a man of sceince, I feel for th' higher 
organisation. Mice are a part of Natnre, as mnch as 
market-gardeners." 

"So be stoats; and adders: and doctors." 

Sampson appealed; "Jintlemen, heroes a pretty 
pashint: reflects on our laimed proflssion, and it never 
cost him a goinea; for the dog never pays." 

"Don't let my chaff choke ye, doctor! That wam't 
meant for you altogether. So if ye have got a little 
bit of that 'ere abont yon — " 

"Fm not a ratcatcher, my man: I don't go with 
diih in my pocket, like the surgeons that carry a 
lancet And if I had Murder in both pockets, you 
shoTildn't get any. Here's a greedy dog! got a thou- 
sand pounds in the bank; and grudges his Healer a 
guinea, and his mouse a stand up bite." 

"Now, who have been a telling you lies?" inquired 
Maxley, severely. "My missus, for a farthing. Fm 
not a thousand pound man; I'm a nine hundred pound 
man: and it's all safe at Hardie's:" here he went from 
his roar to his whisper, "I don't hold with Lunnon 
banks; they be like my missus's eggs: all one outside, 
and the rotten ones only known by breaking. Well 
(loud) I be pretty close, I don't deny it; but (confiden- 
tially) my missus beats me. I look twice at a penny; 
but she looks twice at both sides of a hal^enny be- 
fore she will let him go: and it's her being so dose 
have raised all this here bobbery; and so I told her; 
says I, 'Missus. — K you would but leave an end of 
a dip, or a paring of cheese, about your cupboard^ she 
would bide at home; but you hungers her so, you 
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drives her afield right on atop o' my roots.' *0V 
says my missus, 'if / was to be as wasteful as you be, 
where should we be, come Christmas day? Every tub 
on its own bottom,' says she; 'man and wife did ought 
to keep theirselves to theirselves, she to the house, 
and I to the garden;' *so be it,' says I, *and by the 
same toaken, don't let me catch them ""Ns"" in my 
garden again, or Til spoil their clucking and scratch- 
uig/ says I, 'for Pll twist their dalled necks: ye've 
got a yard,' says I, 'and a roost, and likewise a turn- 
pike, you and your poultry: so bide at home the lot; 
and don't come a scratching o' me!' and with that we 
had a ripput; and she took one of her pangs; and 
then I behoved to knock under; and that is idlus the 
way if ye quarrel with women folk; they are sworn to 
get the better of ye by hook or by crook, now dooe 
give me a bit of ihat ere, to quiet this here, as eats 
me up by the roots and sets my missus and me by the 
ears." 

"Justum ac tenacem propositi virum," whispered 
Alfred to Edward. 

Sampson told him angrily to go to a certain great 
personage. 

"Not afore my betters," whispered Mr. Maxley, 
smit with a sudden respect for etiquette. "Won't ye 
now?" 

"m see ye hanged first, ye miserly old assassin." 

"Then I have nothing to thank you for," roared 
Maxley, and made his adieuz, ignoring with marked 
contempt the false physician who declined to doctor 
the foe of his domestic peace and crocuses. 

"Quite a passage of arms," said Edward. 

"Yes," said Mrs. Uodd, "and of bludgeons and 
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things, rather than the polished rapier. What expres- 
sions to fall from two highly educated gentlemen! 
Slope — Potato-trap — Sawbones — Catlap — je 
n'en finirais pas." 

She then let them know that she meditated a "dic- 
tionary of jargon;" in hopes that its bulk might strike 
terror into honest citizens, and excite an antijargon 
league to save the English language, now on the verge 
of dissolution. 

Sampson was pleased with l^s threat. "Now, 
that is odd," said he. "Why I am compilin a vo- 
cablary myself. I call 't th' ass-ass-ins' ^ckshinary; 
showing how, by the use of mealy-mouthed an d'ex- 
otic phrases, knaves can lead fools by th' ear t' a 
vilent dith. F'r instance; if one was to say to John 
Bull, 'Now m cut a great gash in your arm and let 
your blood run till ye drop down senseless,' he'd take 
fright and say, 'Call another time!' So the profis- 
sional ass-ass-in words it thus; TU bleed you from a 
large orifice till th' occurrence of syncope.' All right, 
sis John: he's bled from a lar j'orifice and dies three 
days after of th' assassin's knife hid in a sheath o' 
goose greasa But FU blow the gaff with my dick- 
shinary." 

"Meantime there is another contribution to mine," 
said Mrs. Dodd. 

And they agreed in the gaiely of their hearts to 
compare their rival Lexicons. 
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CHAPTER XL 



They got to the wounded captain, and raised him: 
he reviyed a little: and, the moment he caught sight 
of Mr. Sharpe, he clutched him, and cried, '^Stun- 
selsl'' 

^'Oh, captain," said Sharpe, ^4et the ship go, it is 
you we are anxious for now." 

At this Dodd lifted up his hands and beat the air 
impatiently, and cried again in the thin, querulous, 
voice of a wounded man, but eagerly, "StunselsI 

STUNSELSl" 

On this, Sharpe gave the command. 

"Make sail! All hands set stunsels low and 
aloft!" 

While the unwounded hands swarmed into the 
rigging, the surgeon came aft in all haste; but Dodd 
declined him till all his men should have been looked 
to: meantime he had himself carried to the poop, and 
laid on a mattress, his bleeding head bound tight with 
a wet cambric handkerchief, and his pale face turned 
towards the hostile schooner astern. She had hove to, 
and was picking up the survivors of her blotted-out 
consort The group on the Agra's quarter deck 
watched her to see what she would do next-, flushed 
with immediate success, the younger officers crowed 
their fears she would not be game to attack them 
again*, Dodd's fears ran the other way: he said, in the 
weak voice to which he was now reduced, "They are 
taking a wet blanket aboard; that crew of blackguards 
we swamped won't want any more of us: it all depends 
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on the Pirate Captain; if lie is not drowned, then blow 
wind, rise sea: or ihere^s trouble ahead for us." 

As soon as the schooner had picked up the last 
swimmer, she hoisted foresail, mainsail, and jib, with 
admirable rapidity, and bore down in chase. 

The Agra had, meantime, got a start of more than 
a mile, and was now running before a stiff breeze with 
studding sails alow and aloft. 

In an hour the vessels ran nearly twelve miles, 
and the pirate had gained half a mile. 

At the end of the next hour they were out of sight 
of land; wind and sea rising; and the pirate only » 
quarter of a mile astern. 

The schooner was now rising and falling on the 
waves; the ship only nodding, and firm as a rock. 

"Blow wind, rise sea!" faltered Dodd. 

Another halip-hour passed without perceptibly alter- 
ing the position of the vessels. Then, suddenly, the 
wounded captain laid aside his glass, after a long exa- 
mination, and rose unaided to Ma feet in great excite- 
ment^ and found his manly voice for a moment: he 
shook his fist at the now pitching schooner, and roared, 
"Good-bye! ye Portugeese lubber: outfought — out- 
manoeuvred AND outsailed!" 

It was a burst of exTiltation rare for him; he 
paid for it by sinking faint and helpless into his 
friend's arms: and the surgeon, returning soon after, 
insisted on his being taken to his cabin, and kept 
quite quiet 

As they were carrying him below, the Pirate Cap- 
tain made the same discovery; that the ship was 
gaining on him: he hauled to the wind directly, and 
abandoned the chase. 



Digitized 



by Google 



HABO OASH. 239 



When the now receding pirate was nearly hull 
down, the son began to set^ Mr. Tickell looked at him, 
and said, "Hallo! old fellow, what are you about? 
Why, it isn't two oVlockl" 

The remark was quite honest: he really feared, for 
a moment, that orb was mistaken and would get him- 
self — and others — into trouble. However, the middy 
proved to be wrong, and the sun right to a minute; 
Time flies fast, fighting. 

Mrs. Beresford came on deck with brat and poodle: 
Fred, a destructive child, clapped his hands with glee 
at the holes in the canvas: Snap toddled about smelling 
the blood of the slain, and wagging his tail by halves; 
perplexed. "Well, gentlemen," said Mrs. Beresford, 
"I hope you have made noise enough over one's head; 
and what a time you did take to beat that little bit of 
a thing: Freddy, be quiet; you worry me; where 
is your bearer? will anybody oblige me by finding 
Bamgolam?" 

"I will," said Mr. Tickell, hastily, and ran off for 
the purpose; but he returned after some time with a 
long face. No Bamgolam to be found. 

Fullalove referred her — with humour-twinkling 
eye — to Vespasian. "I have a friend here who says 
he can tell you something about him." 

"Can you, my good man?" inquired the lady, 
turning haughtily towards the negro. 

"bs. Missy," said Vespasian, showing his white 
teeth in a broad grin, "dis child knows where to find 
dat ar niggar, widout him been and absquatulated 
since." 

"Then go and fetch him directly." 
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Vespasian went off with an obedient start. 

This annoyed FuUalove; interfered with his system: 
"Madam," said he, gravely, "would you oblige me by 
bestowing on my Mend a portion of that courtesy with 
which you favour me, and which becomes you so grace- 
fully?" 

"Certainly not," replied Mrs. Beresford. "Mr. 
Fullalove, I am out of patience with you: the idea 
of a sensible intelligent gentleman, like you, calling 
that creature your friend! and you an American; 
where they do nothing but whip ^em from morning 
till night Who ever heard of making friends with 
a black? — Now what is the meaning of this? I 
detest practical jokes." For the stalwart negro had 
returned, bringing a tall bread bag in his arms: he 
now set it up before her, remarking, "Dis yar bag 
white outside, but him nation black inside." To con- 
firm his words, he drew off the bag, and revealed 
Kamgolam, his black skin powdered with meal. The 
good-natured negro then blew the flour off his face, 
and dusted him a bit: the spectators laughed heartily, 
but Eamgolam never moved a muscle: not a morsel 
discomposed at what would have made an European 
miserably ashamed, even in a pantomime, the Cau- 
casian darkie retained all his dignity, while the 
African one dusted him; but, being dusted, he put on 
his obsequiousness, stepped forward, joined his palms 
together to Mrs. Beresford — like mediaeval knights and 
modem children at their devotions — and addressed 
her thus: — 

"Daughter of light, he who basks in your beams, 
said to himself, ^The pirates are upon us, those 
children of blood, whom Sheitan, their master | blast 
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for ever! They will ravish the Queen of Sunshiue 
and the ajahs, and throw the sahibs and sailors into 
the sea; but, bread being the staff of existence, these 
foxes of the water will not harm it, but keep it for 
their lawless appetites; therefore Kamgolam, Son of 
Chittroo, Son of Soonarayan, will put the finger of 
silence on the lip of discretion, and be bread in the 
day of adversity: the sons of Sheitan will peradventure 
return to dry land, and close the eye of watchfulness; 
then will I emerge like the sun from a cloud; and de- 
part in peace." 

"Oh, very well," said Mrs. Beresford; "then you 
are an abominable egotist, that is all: and a coward: 
and thank Heaven Freddy and I were defended by 
English: and Americans, and — hem I — their Mends; 
and not by Bindoos." She added charmingly, "this 
shows me my first words on coming here ought to have 
been to offer my warmest thanks to the brave men who 
have defended me and my child:" and swept them so 
queenly a courtesy, that the men^s hats and caps flew 
off in an instant. "Mr. Black," said she, turning with 
a voice of honey to Vespasian, but aiming obliquely 
at Fullalove's heart, " would you oblige me by kicking 
that dog a little; he is always smelling what does not 
belong to him; why it is blood; oh!" and she turned 
pale in a moment. 

Sharpe thought some excuse necessary. "You see, 
ma'am, we haven't had time to clean the decks since." 

"It is the blood of men; of the poor fellows who 
have defended us so nobly," faltered the lady, trembling 
visibly. 

"Well, ma'am," said Sharpe, still half apologetic- 
ally, "you know a ship can't fight all day long without 
Hard Cash. /. 16 
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an accident or two.'* He added with nautical simplicity, 
and love of cleanliness; "however, the deck will be 
cleaned and holy-stoned to-morrow, long before you 
turn out" 

Mrs. Beresford was too much overcome to explain 
how much deeper her emotion was than a dislike to 
stained floors. She turned faint, and on getting the 
better of that, went down to her cabin crying. Thence 
issued a royal order that the wounded were to have 
wine and every luxury they could fancy, without limit 
or stint — at her expense. 

The next day a deep gloom reigned in the ship; 
the crew were ranged in their Sunday clothes, and 
bare-headed: a grating was rigged; Sharpe read the 
burial service; and the dead, each man sewed up 
in his hammock with a 32 lb. shot, glided off the 
grating into the sea with a sullen plunge; while 
their shipmates cried so, that the tears dripped on 
the deck. 

With these regrets for the slain, too violent to last, 
was mingled a gloomy fear that Death had a heavier 
blow in store. The surgeon's report of Captain Dodd 
was most alarming; he had become delirious about 
midnight; and so continued. 

Sharpe commanded the ship; and the rough sailors 
stepped like cats over that part of the deck, beneath 
which their unconscious captain lay. J£ two men met 
on the quarter deck, a look of anxious, but not hopefdl, 
inquiry was sure to pass between them. 

Among the constant inquirers was Bamgolam. The 
grave Hindoo often waylaid the surgeon at the captain's 
door, to get the first intelligence. This marked sym- 
pathy witii a hero in extremity was hardly expected 
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from a sage, who at the first note of war's trumpet had 
yanished in a meal-bag. However, it went down to 
his credit One person, however, took a dark view of 
this innocent circumstance. But then that hostile critic 
was Vespasian, a rival in matters of tint. He ex- 
ploded in one of those droll rages darkies seem liable 
to: ^^Massa cunnel," said he, "what for dat yar 
niggar always prowling about the capn's door? What 
for he ask so many stupid questions? Dat ole fox 
arter no good: him heart so black as um skin: dam 
old niggar!" 

Fullalove suggested slily that a person with a dark 
skin might have a grateful heart: and the colonel, who 
dealt little in inuendo, said, "Come, don't you be so 
hard on jet; you ebony!" 

"Bery well, gemmen," replied Vespasian, ceremo- 
niously, and with seeming acquiescence. Then, with 
sudden ire, "Because Goramighty make you white, you 
tink you bery wise without any more trouble. Dat ar 
niggar am an abommable egotisk." 

"Pray what does that mean?" inquired Kenealy, 
innocently. 

"What him mean? what him mean? Yah! yah!" 

"Yes. What does it mean?" 

"What him mean? Yah! What dinn't you hear 
Missy Besford miscal him an abommable egotisk?" 

"Yes," said Fullalove, winking to Kenealy; "but 
we don't know what it means. Do you, sir?" 

"Iss, sar. Dat ar expression he signify a darned 
old cuss dat says to dis child, 'My lord Vespasium, 
take benevolence on your insidious slave, and invest 
me in a bread-bag, instead of fighting for de ladies like 
a freenindependum citizen. Now you two go fast asleep; 

16* 
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dis child he shut one eye and open de oder bery wide 
open on dat ar niggar.'' And with this mTsterious 
threat he stalked away. 

His contempt for a black skin, his ebullitions of 
unexpected ire, his turgid pomposity, and love of long 
terms, may make the reader smile; but they could 
hardly amuse his friends just then; everything that 
touched upon Dodd was too serious now. The surgeon 
sat up witii him nearly all night: in the daytime those 
two friends sat for hours in his cabin, watching sadly, 
and silently moistening his burning brow and his 
parched lips. 

At length, one afternoon, there came a crisis, which 
took an unfavourable turn. Then the surgeon, speaking 
confidentially to these two staunch friends, inquired if 
they had asked themselves what should be done with 
the body? "Why I ask," said he, "we are in a very 
hot latitude; and, if you wish to convey it to Bark- 
ington, the measures ought to be taken in time: in 
fact, within an hour or two after death." 

The poor friends were shocked and sickened by 
this horrible piece of foresight. But Colonel Kenealy 
said with tears in his eyes that his old Mend should 
never be buried like a kitten. 

"Then you had better ask Sharpe to give me an 
order for a barrel of spirits," said the surgeon. 

"Yes, yes, for two if you like. don't die, Dodd, 
my poor old fellow. How shall I ever face his wife — 
I remember her, the loveliest girl you ever saw — with 
such a tale as this? She will think it a cruel thing I 
should come out of it without a scratch, and a ten 
times better man to be dead: and so it is; it is cruel, 
it is unjust, it is monstrous; him to be lying there, and 
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we mttffs to be sitting croaking over him and watching 
for his last breath like three cursed old ravens." And 
the stent colonel groaned aloud. 

When the surgeon left them, they fell naturally 
upon another topic: the pledge they had given Dodd 
about the 14,(X)0Z. They ascertained it was upon him: 
next his skin: but it seemed as unnecessary as it was 
repugnant, to remove it from his living person. They 
agreed, however, that instantly on his decease they 
would take possession of it, note the particulars, seal 
it up, and carry it to Mrs. Dodd, with such comfort as 
they could hope to give her by relating the gallant act 
in which his precious life was lost. 

At nine p.m. the surgeon took his place by Dodd's 
bedside; and the pair, whom, one thing after another 
had drawn so dose together, retired to Kenealy's 
cabin. 

Many a merry chat they had had there: and many 
a gasconade; being rival hunters: but now, they were 
together for physical companionship in sorrow; rather 
than for conversation. They smoked their cigars, in 
moody silence; and at midnight shook hands with a 
sigh, and parted. That sigh meant to say that in the 
morning all would be over. 

They turned in: but, ere either of them was asleep, 
suddenly the captain^s cabin seemed to fill with roars 
and shrieks of wild beasts, that made the whole ship 
ring in the silent night; the savage cries were answered 
on deck by shouts of dismay and many pattering feet 
making for the companion ladder: but the nearest per- 
sons to the cabin, and the first to reach it, were Kenealy 
and Fullalove, who burst in, the former with a drawn 
sword, the latter with a revolver, both in their night- 
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gowns; and there saw a sight that took their breath 
away. 

The surgeon was not there: and two black men, 
one with a knife, and one with his bare claws, were 
fighting, and struggling, and trampling all over the 
cabin at once, and the dying man sitting up in his cot, 
pale, and glaring at them. 



CHAPTER XIL 

The two supple dusky forms went whirling so fast, 
there was no grasping them to part them. But pre- 
»sently the negro seized the Hindoo by the throat; the 
Hindoo just pricked him in the arm with his knife, 
and the next moment his own head was driven against 
the side of the cabin with a stunning crack; and there 
he was, pinned, and wriggling, and bluish with firight, 
whereas the other swart face close against his was dark- 
grey with rage, and its two fireballs of eyes rolled 
fearfully, as none but African eyes can roll. 

FuUalove pacified him by voice and touck: he 
withdrew his iron grasp with sullen and lingering re- 
luctance, and glared like a disappointed mastiff. The 
cabin was now full, and Sharpe was for putting both 
the blacks in irons. No splitter of hairs was he. But 
Fullalove suggested there might be a moral distinction 
between things that looked equally dark to the eye. 

"Well, then, speak quick, both of you," said 
Sharpe, "or Til lay ye both by the heels. Ye black 
scoundrels, what business have you in the captain*s 
cabin, kicking up the devil's delight?" 

Thus threatened, Vespasian panted out his tale; he 
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had discovered this nigger, as he persisted in calling 
the Hindoo, eternally prowling ahout the good captain^s 
door, and asking stupid questions: he had watched him, 
and, on the surgeon coming out with the good news 
that the captain was hetter, in had crawled "this jar 
abommahle egotisk.'' And he raised a ponderous fist to 
point the polysyllables: with this aid the sarcasm would 
doubtless have been crushing: but Fullalove hung on the 
sable orator's arm, and told him drily to try and speak with- 
out gesticulating. "The darned old cuss," said Vespasian, 
with a pathetic sigh at not being let hit him. He resumed; 
and told how he had followed the Hindoo, stealthily, and 
found him with a knife up-lifted over the captain — a 
tremor ran through all present — robbing him. At this 
a loud murmur filled the room; a very Ugly one, the 
sort of snarl with which dogs fly at dogs' throats with 
their teeth, and men fly at men's throats with a cord. 

"Be quiet," said Sharpe, imperiously. "I'll have 
no lynching in a vessel I command. Now then, you 
sir, how do you know he was robbing the captain?" 

"How do I knowl Yahl yahl Cap'n, if you please 
you tell dis unskeptical gemman whetber you don't 
miss a lilly book out of your bosom!" 

During this extraordinary scene, Dodd had been 
looking firom one speaker to another, in great surprise 
and some confusion: but, at the negro's direct appeal, 
his hand went to his breast and dutched it with a 
feeble but heartrending cry. 

"Oh, him not gone far. Yah! yah!" and Vespasian 
stooped, and took up an oilskin packet off the floor; 
and laid it on the bed: "dis child seen him in dat ar 
niggar's hand: and heard him go whack on de floor." 

Dodd hurried the packet into his bosom, then 
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tamed all gratitude to his sable friend: "Now God 
bless youl Qt)d bless youl Give me your honest hand! 
You don't know what you have done for me and 
mine." 

And, sick as he was, he wrung Vespasian's hand 
with convulsive strength, and would not part wil3i it 
Vespasian patted him soothingly all over, and whim- 
pered out: "Nebber you mind, cap'n! You bery good 
man: dis child bery fond of you a long time ago. You 
bery good man, outrageous good man, dam good man! 
I propose your health: invalesce directly!" 

While Dodd was speaking, the others were silent 
out of respect: but now Sharpe broke in, and, with 
the national desire to hear both sides, called on Bam- 
golam for his version. The Hindoo was now standing 
with his arms crossed on his breast, looking all the 
martyr, meek and dignified. He inquired of Sharpe, 
in very broken English, whether he spoke Hindos- 
tanee? 

"Not I: nor don't act it neither," said Sharpe. 

At this confession Bamgolam looked down on him 
with pity and mild contempt 

Mr. Tickell was put forward as interpreter. 

Ramgolam (in Hindostanee.) He, whom Destiny, too 
strong for mortals, now oppresses with iron hand, and 
feeds with the bread of infliction 

Mr, Tickell (translating). He, who by bad luck has 
got into trouble 

Ramgolam, Has long observed the virtues that 
embellish the commander of this ship resembling a 
mountain, and desired to imitate them 

Tickell. Saw what a good man the captain is, and 
wanted to be like him 
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Vespasian, The darned old cuss. 

Bamgolam, Seeing bim often convey his hand to 
his bosom, I ascribed his unparalleled excellence to 
the possession of some sovereign talisman. (Tickell 
managed to translate this sentence all but the word 
talisman, which he rendered — with all a translator's 
caution — "article.") Finding him about to depart to 
the regions of the blessed, where such auxiliaries are 
not needed, and being eager to emulate his perfections 
here below, I came softly to the place where he lay 

Tickell When I saw him going to slip his cable, 
I wanted to be as good a fellow as he is, so I crept 
alongside 

Ramgolani, And gently, and without force, made 
myself proprietor of the amulet, and inheritor of a 
good man's qualities 

Tickell And quietly boned the article, and the 
captain's virtues. I don't know what the beggar 
means. 

Bamgolam, Then a traitor with a dark skin, but 
darker soul 

Tickell, Then another black hearted nigger 

Bamgolam, Game furiously and misappropriated 
the charm thus piously obtained 

Tickell Ean in and stole it from me. 

Bamgolam, And bereft me of the excellences I was 
inheriting: and 

Here Sharpe interrupted the dialogue by putting 
the misappropriator of other men's virtues in irons: 
and the surgeon insisted on the cabin being cleared. 
But Dodd would not part with the three friends yet; 
he begged then to watch him, and see nobody else 
came to take his children's fortune. 
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"rU sink or swim with it: but, oh, I doubt we 
shall have no luck while it is abourd me. I never 
had a Pirate abngside before, in all these jean. 
What is this? — here's something in it now; some- 
thing hard — something heavy: and — why, it is a 
buUetl" 

On this announcement, an eager inspection took 
place: and, sure enough, a bullet had passed through 
Dodd's coat, and waistcoat, &c., and through the oilskin, 
and the leather pocket-book, and just dented the "Hard 
Cash;" no more. 

There was a shower of comments and congratula- 
tions. 

The effect of this discovery on the sick man's spirits 
was remarkable. "I was a villain to belie it," said he. 
"It is my wife's, and my children's; and it has saved 
my life for them." 

He kissed it, and placed it in his bosom, and soon 
after sunk into a peaceful slumber. The excitement 
had not the ill effect the surgeon feared: it somewhat 
exhausted him; and he slept long: but, on awakening, 
was pronounced out of danger. To tell the truth, the 
tide had turned in his favour overnight; and it was 
to convey the good news on deck the surgeon had left 
him. 

While Dodd was recovering, the Agra was beating 
westward, with light but contrary winds: and a good 
month elapsed without any incident affecting the Hard 
Cash, whose singular adventures I have to record. In 
this dearth please put up with a little charactmstic 
trifle, which did happen one moonlight night. Mr. 
Fullalove lay coiled below decks in deep abstract^ 
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meditatiDg a patent: and, being in shadow and silent, 
he saw Vespasian in the moonlight creeping on all 
fours like a guilty thing into the bedroom of Colonel 
Kenealy, then fast asleep. A horrible suspicion thrilled 
through FuUalove: a suspicion he waited grimly to 
verify. 

The transatlantic Mixture, Fullalove, was not merely 
an inventor a philanthrope a warrior a preacher a 
hunter a swimmer a fiddler a sharp fellow a good fel- 
low a Puritan and a Bohemian; he was also a Theorist: 
and his Theory, which dub we 

THE AFRICAN THEORY, 

had two branches. 1. That the races of men started 
equal: but accident upon accident had walked some 
tribes up a ladder of civilisation, and kicked others 
down it, and left others standing at the foot 

2. That the good work of centuries could be done, 
at a pinch, in a few generations, by artificial conden- 
sation of the favourable circumstances. For instance, 
secure this worker in Ebony 150 years' life, and he 
would sign a penal bond to produce Negroes of the 
fourth descend equal in mind to the best contemporary 
white. "You can breed Brains," said he, "under any 
skin, as inevitably as Fat. It takes time and the 
right crosses; but so does Fat; or rather it did; for 
Fat is an institution now." And here our Eepublican 
must have a slap at thrones; "Compare," said he, "the 
opportunities of these distinguished Gentlemen and 
Ladies with their acts! Their seats have been high, 
but their minds low, I swan. They have been breeders 
for ages: and known the two rudiments of the science; 
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have crossed and crossed for grenadiers, race-horses, 
poultry, and prize bullocks; and bred in and in for 
fools; but which of them has ever aspired to breed a 
Newton, a Pascal, a Shakespeare, a Solon, a Raphael? 
Yet all these were results to be obtained hj the right 
crosses, as surely as a swift horse or a circular sow. 
Now fancy breeding short-horns when you might breed 
long heads." So Vespasian was to engender Young 
Africa; he was to be first elevated morally and in- 
tellectually as high as he would go, and, tJien set to 
breed; his partner, of course to be elected by Fullalove, 
and educated as high, as she would consent to without 
an illicit connexion with the Experimentalist. He 
would be down on their Pickaninnies before the parents 
could transfer the remnant of their own weaknesses to 
them, polysyllables included; and would polish these 
ebony chips: and, at the next cross, reckoned to rear a 
genius, by which time as near as he could calculate, 
he the Theorist would be in his dotage: and all the 
better; make a curious contrast, in favour of young 
Africa. 

Vespasian could not hit a bam door sitting — with 
a rifle: it was purely with a view to his moral im- 
provement, mind you, that Fullalove invited him into 
the mizentop to fight the Pirate. The Patient came 
gingerly and shivered there with fear. But five minutes 
elapsing, and he not killed, that weakness gave way 
to a jocund recklessness; and he kept them all gay 
with his quaint remarks, of which I must record but 
one. When they crossed the stem of the Pirate, the 
distance was so small that the faces of that motley 
crew were plainly visible: now, Vespasian was a merci- 
less critic of coloured skins; ^^Wal," said he, turning 
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up his nose sky high, '^dis child never seen such a 
mixallaneous biling o* darkies as this yar; why darned 
ef there ain't every colour in the rainbow; from the 
ace of spades down to the fine dissolving views." This 
amazing description , coupled with his look of affront 
and disgust, made the white men roar; for men fight- 
ing for their lives have a greater tendency to laugh 
than one would think possible. FuUalove was proud 
of the critic, and for a while lost sight of the Pirate in 
his theory; which also may seem strange. But your 
true theorist is a man apart: he can withdraw into 
himself under difficulties. "What said one of the 
breed two thousand years ago? 

Media inter praslia semper 
Sideribos coelique plagis Saperisque vacavi. 

Oh the great African heart!" said FuUalove after the 
battle. "By my side he fears no danger. Of all men 
negroes are the most capable of friendship; their affec- 
tion is a mine: and we have only worked it with 
the lash; and that is a ridicalous mining tool I rather 
think." 

When Vespasian came out so strong versus Eam- 
golam, FuUalove was even more triumphant: for after 
aU it is not so much the heart as the intelligence of 
the negro we albiculi affect to doubt. 

"Oh, the great African intellect!" said FuUalove, 
pubHcly, taking the bull by the horns. 

"I know," said Mrs. Beresford, maliciously; "down 
in the maps as the great African Desert" 

To balance his many excellencies Vespasian had 
an infirmity. This was, an ungovernable itch for 
brushing whites. K he was talking with one of that 
always admired, and now beloved, race, and saw a 
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speck of dirt on him, he wonld brash him onobtro* 
sivelj, but effectually, in fall dialogue: he would steal 
behind a knot of whites and brush whoever needed it, 
however little. Fullidove remonstrated, but in vain; 
on this one point Instinct would not yield to Beason. 
He could not keep his hands off a dusty white. He 
would have died of the miller of Dee. But the worst 
was he did not stop at clothes; he loathed ill-blacked 
shoes: woe to all foot-leather that did not shine; bis 
own skin furnished a perilous standard of comparison. 
He was eternally blacking boots en amateur. Eulla- 
love got in a rage at this, and insisted on his letting 
his fellow-creatures' leather alone. Vespasian pleaded 
hard, especially for leave to black Colonel Kenealy. 
"The cunnel," said he, pathetically, "is such a tarna- 
tion fine gentleman spoilt for want of a lilly bit of 
blacking.'' FuUalove replied that the colonel had got 
a servant whose mission it was to black his shoes. 
This simply amused Vespasian. "A servant?" said he. 
"Yah! yah I What is the use of white servants? 
They are not biddable. Massa Fullalove, sar! 
Goramighty he reared all white men to kick up a 
dust, white servants inspecially, and the darkies to 
brush 'em; and likewise additionally to make their 
boots shine, a lilly bit" He concluded with a dark 
hint that the colonel's white servant's own shoes, 
though better blacked than his master's, were any- 
thing but mirrors, and that this child had his eye on 
them. 

The black desperado emerged on tiptoe from 
Kenealy's cabin, just as Macbeth does from the mur- 
dered Duncan's chamber: only with a pair of boots 
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in his hand instead of a pair of daggers; got into the 
moonlight, and finding himself uninterrupted, assumed 
the whistle of innocence, and polished them to the nine, 
chuckling audibly. 

FuUalove watched him with an eye like a rattle- 
snake: but kept quiet He saw interference would 
only demoralise him worse: for it is more ignoble to 
black boots clandestinely, than bravely: men ditto. 

He relieved his heart with idioms. ''Dam the 
critter; he's fixed my fiint eternally. Now I cave. I 
swan to man I may just hang up my fiddle! for this 
darkie's too hard a row to hoe.'' 

It was but a momentary dejection. The Mixture 
was (inter alia) a Theorist and an Anglo-Saxon; two 
indomitables. He concluded to temporise with the 
Brush; and breed it out 

'Tm bound to cross the obsequious cuss with the 
catawamptiousest gal in Guinea: and one that never 
saw a blacking bottle, not even in a dream." Majora 
canamus. 

Being now about a hundred miles South of the 
Mauritius, in fine weather with a light breeze, Dodd's 
marine barometer began to fall steadily: and by the 
afternoon the declension had become so remarkable, 
that he felt uneasy, and, somewhat to the surprise of 
the crew, — for there was now scarce a breath of air, 
— furled his slight sails, treble reefed his topsails, had 
his top-gallant, and royal, yards, and gaff topsail, sent 
on deck, got his flying jib boom in, &c., and made the 
ship snug. 

Kenealy asked him what was the matter? 

''Barometer going down; moon at the full; and 
Jonah aboard," was the reply, uttered doggedly. 
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Kenealy assured him it was a beautifal evenmg, 
precursor of a fine day. **See how red the sunset is: 

Erenin^r red and morning grey 
Are the sore signs of « fine day." 

Dodd looked, and shook his head. The sun was 
red: but the wrong red: an angry red: and, as he 
dipped into the wave, discharged a lurid 'coppery hue 
that rushed in a moment like an embodied menace 
over the entire heavens. The wind ceased altogether: 
and in the middle of an unnatural and suspicious caha 
the glass went down, down, down. 

The moon rose: and instantly all eyes were bent 
on her with suspicion; for in this latitude the hurri- 
canes generally come at the full moon. She was 
tolerably clear, however; but a light scud sailing 
across her disc showed there was wind in the upper 
regions. 

Dodd trusted to science; barred the lee-ports, and 
had the dead lights put into the stem cabin and se- 
cured: then turned in for an hour^s sleep. 

Science proved a prophet Just at seven bells, in 
one moment, like a thunderbolt from the sky, a heavy 
squall struck the ship. Under a less careful captain 
her lee-ports would have been open, and she might 
have gone to the bottom like a bullet. 

'^Let go the main sheet 1" roared Sharpe, hastily, 
to a hand he had placed there on purpose: he let go, 
and there was the sail flapping like thunder, and the 
sheet lashing everything in the most dangerous way. 
Dodd was on deck in a moment. **Helm hard upl 
B!ands shorten sail!" 

(Pipe.) "All hands furl sail, ahoy!" 

tip tumbled the crew, went cheerily to work, and 
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by three bells in the middle watch, had hauled up 
what was lefit of the shivered mainsail, and hove the 
ship to, under close-reefed main topsail and storm stay- 
sails: and so the voyage was suspended. 

A heavy sea got up under a scourging wind that 
rose and rose, till the Agra, under the pressure of that 
single sail treble reefed, heeled over so as to dip her 
lee channels. This went on till the waves rolled so 
high, and the squalls were so bitter, that sheets of 
water were actually torn off their crests and launched 
incessantly on deck, not only drenching Dodd and his 
of&cers, which they did not mind, but threatening to 
flood the ship. 

Dodd battened down the hatches, and stopped that 
game. 

Then came a danger no skill could avert: the ship 
lurched so violently now, as not merely to dip, but 
bury, her lower deck port-pendants: and so a good 
deal of water found ingress through the windage. 
Then Dodd set a gang to the pumps: for he said: 
"We can hardly hope to weather this out without 
shipping a sea: and I won't have water coming in 
upon water." 

And now the wind, raging and roaring like dis- 
charges of artillery, and not like wind as known in 
our seas, seemed to have put out all the lights of 
heaven. The sky was inky black, and quite close to 
their heads: and the winds still increasing, the vessel 
came down to her extreme bearings, and it was plain 
she would soon be on her beam ends. Sharpe and 
Dodd met, and holding on by the life-lines, applied 
their speaking trumpets tight to each other's ears; and 
even then they had to bawL 
Irani Coih, I 17 , 
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"She can't cany a rag much longer." 

"No, ah:-, not half an hour." 

"Can we furl that mam taupsle?" 

Sharpe shook his head. "The first moment we 
start a sheet, the sail will whip the mast out of her." 

"You are right Well then, 111 cut it away." 

"Volunteers, sir?" 

"Ay, twelve: no more. Send them to my cabin." 

Sharpens difficulty was to keep the men back, so 
eager were the fine fellows to risk their lives. How- 
ever, he brought twelve to the cabin, headed by Mr. 
Grey, who had a right, as captain of the watch, to go 
with them; on which right he insisted in spite of Dodd's 
earnest request that he would forego it. When Dodd 
saw his resolution, he dropped the friend, and resumed 
the captain: and spoke to them through a trumpet; 
the first time he had ever used one in a cabin or seen 
one used. 

"Mr. Grey, and men, going aloft to save the main- 
mast, by cutting the sail away." 

"Ay, ay, sir!" 

"Service of danger, great danger!" 

"Hurrah!" 

"But great dangers can be made smaller by work- 
ing the right way. Attend! Lay out all on the yard, 
and take your time from one; man at the lee yard 
arm: don't know who that will be; but one of the 
smartest men in the ship. Order to him is: hold his 
knife hand well up; rest to see! and then in knives 
altogether: mind and cut from you, and below the reef 
band; and then I hope to see all come down alive." 

Mr. Grey and his twelve men left the cabin: and 
hey! for the main top. The men let the officer lead 
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them as far as Jacobus ladder, and then hurrah for the 
lee yard arm! That was where all wanted to be, and 
but one could be: Grey was as anxious as the rest; 
bat officers of his rank seldom go aloft, and soon fall 
out of their catlike habits. He had done about six 
ratlines, when instead of going hand over head, he 
spread his arms to seize a shroud on each side of him: 
by this he weakened his leverage, and the wind just 
then came fiercer, caught him, and flattened him against 
the rigging as tight as if Nature had caught up a 
mountain for a hammer and nailed him with a cedar; 
he was spread-eagled. The men accepted him at once 
as a new patent ratline with a fine resisting power: 
they went up to him, and bounded three ordinary 
ratlines at a go off all his promontories, especially hk 
shoulders, and his head, receiving his compliments in 
the shape of hearty curses: they gained the top and 
lay out on the yard with their hair flying like streamers: 
and who got the place of honour, but Thompson, the 
jolly fore-topman, who couldn^t stand smoked pea soup. 
So strong and so weak are men. 

Thompson raised his knife high; there was a pause: 
then in went all their knives, and away went the sail 
into the night of the storm, and soon seemed a sheet 
of writing-paper and more likely to hit the sky than 
the sea. The men came down, picked their officer off 
the rigging, had a dram in the captain^s cabin, and 
saw him enter their names in the log-book for good 
service, and in the purser's for extra grog on Sundays 
from there to Gravesend. 

The ship was relieved; and all looked well, till the 
chronometer, their only guide now, announced sunset: 
when the wind, incredible as it may appear, increased, 

17* 
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and one frightful squall dipped the muzzles of the lee 
carronades in the water. 

Then was heard the first cry of distress: an ap- 
palling sound; the wail of hrave men. And they had 
borne it all so bravely, so cheerfully, till now. But 
now tliey knew something must go, or else the ship; 
the suspense was awful, but very short, Crack! crash! 
the fore and main topmast both gone; short off by the 
caps; and the ship recovered slowly, hesitatingly, 
tremblingly. 

Believing her from one danger this subjected her 
to another and a terrible one. The heavy spars that 
had fallen, unable to break loose from the rigging, 
pounded the ship so savagely as to threaten to stave 
in her side. Add to this that with labouring so long 
and severely some of the ship^s seams began now to 
open and shut and discharge the oakum, which is 
terrible to the bravest seaman. Yet neither this stout 
captain nor his crew shirked any danger men had ever 
grappled with since men were; Dodd ordered them to 
cut away the wreck to leeward: it was done: then to 
windward: this, the more ticklish operation, was also 
done smartly: the wreck passed under the ship's 
quarter, and she drifted clear of it. They breathed 
again. 

At eight bells in the first watch it began to thunder 
and lighten furiously; but the thunder, though close, 
was quite inaudible in the tremendous uproar of the 
wind and sea. It blew a hurricane: there were no 
more squalls now; but one continuous tornado, which 
in its passage through that great gaunt skeleton , the 
ship's rigging and bare poles, howled and yelled and 
roared so terrifically, as would have 9ilenced a salvo 
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of artilleiy fired alongside. The oyerwhelming sea ran 
in dark watery mountains crested with devilish fire. 
The inky blackness added supernatural horror; the 
wrath of the Almighty seemed upon them: and his 
hand to drop the black sky down on them for their 
funeral pall. Surely Noah from his ark saw nothing 
more terrible. 

What is that? close on the lee bow: close: the flash 
of a gun: another; another; another. A ship in distress 
firing minute guns, in their ears; yet no sound: human 
thunder silenced, as God's thunder was silenced, by 
the uproar of his greater creatures in their mad rage. 
The Agra fired two minute guns to let the other poor 
ship know she had a companion in her helplessness, 
and her distress; and probably a companion in her fate. 
Even this companionship added its mite of danger: for 
both ships were mere playthings of the elements; they 
might be tossed together; and then, what would be 
their fate? Two eggs clashed together in a great boiling 
caldron, and all the life spilt out 

Yet did each flash shoot a ray of humanity and 
sympathy into the thick black supernatural horror. 

And now came calamity upon calamity. A tre- 
mendous sea broke the tiller at the rudderhead, and 
not only was the ship in danger of falling off and 
shipping the sea; but the rudder hammered her aw- 
fully, and bade fair to stave in her counter, which is 
another word for Destruction. Thus death came at 
them with two hands open at once. 

These vessels always carry a spare tiller: they tried 
to ship it; but the difficulty was prodigious. No light 
but the miserable deck lantern — one glow-worm in 
Egypt supematurally darkened — the Agra never on 
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an even keel, and heeling over like a seasaw more 
than a ship; and then every time they did place the 
tiller, and get the strain on with their luff tackles, 
the awful sea gave it a blow and knocked it away like 
a hair. 

At last they hit it off, or thought they had, for 
the ponderous thumps of the rudder ceased entirely. 
However, the ship did not obey this new tiller like the 
old one : her head fell off in an unlucky moment when 
seven waves were rolling in one, and, on coming to 
the windward again, she shipped a sea. It came in 
over her bow transversely; broke as high as the main- 
stay, and hid and buried the whole ship before the 
mast: carried away the wdst bulwarks on both sides, 
filled the launch, and drowned the live stock which 
were in it: swept four water-butts and three men away 
into the sea, like corns and straws; and sent tons of 
water down the forescuttle and main hatchway, which 
was partly opened not to stifle the crew; and flooded 
the gun deck ankle deep. 

Dodd, who was in his cabin, sent the whole crew 
to the pumps, except the men at the wheel; and pre- 
pared for the worst. 

In men so brave as he was, when Hope dies, Fear 
dies. His chief care now was to separate the fate of 
those he loved from his own. He took a bottle, in- 
serted the fatal money in it, with a few words of love 
to his wife, and of direction to any stranger that should 
fall in with it: secured the cork with melted sealing- 
wax, tied oilskin over it and melted wax on that; ap- 
plied a preparation to the glass to close the pores: and 
to protect it against other accidents, and athract atten- 
tion, fastened a black painted bladder to it by a stout 
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tarred twine, and painted "Agra, lost at sea," in white 
on the bladder. He Imd logged each main incident of 
the storm with that curt, business-like accuracy which 
reads so cold and small a record of these great and 
terrible tragedies. He now made a final entry a little 
more in character with the situation: "About eight 
bells in the morning watch shipped a heavy sea for- 
ward. The rudder being now damaged, and the ship 
hardly manageable, brought the log and case on deck, 
expecting to founder shortly. Sun and moon hidden 
this two days, and no observation possible; but by cal- 
culation of wind and current, we should be about fifty 
Biiles to the southward of the Mauritius. God's will 
be done." 

He got on deck with the bottle in his pocket, and 
the bladder peeping out: put the log, and its case, 
down on deck, and by means of the life-lines crawled 
along on his knees, and with great difficulty to the 
wheel. Finding the men could hardly hold on, and 
dreading another sea, Dodd, with his own hands, 
lashed them to the helm. 

While thus employed, he felt the ship give a slight 
roll, a very slight roll to windward. His experienced 
eye lightened with hope, he cast his eager glance to 
leeward. There it is a sailor looks for the first spark 
of hope. Ay, theireaway was a little, little gleam of 
light. He patted the helmsman on the shoulder and 
pointed to it; for now neither could one man speak 
for the wind, nor another hear. The sailor nodded 
joyfully. 

Presently the continuous tornado broke into squalls. 

Hope grew brighter. 

But, voifortunately, in one furious squall the ship 
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broke round off so as to present her quarter to the sea 
at an unluckj moment: for it came seven deep agam, 
a roaring mountain, and hurled itself over her stem 
and quarter. The mighty mass struck her stem frame 
with the weight of a hundred thousand tons of water, 
and drove her forward as a boy launches his toy-boat 
on a pond; and, though she made so little resistance, 
stove in i^Q dead lights and the port frames, burst 
through the cabin bulkheads, and washed out all the 
furniture, and Colonel Kenealy in his nightgown with 
a table in his arms borne on water three feet deep; 
and carried him under the poop awning away to the lee 
quarter deck scuppers; and flooded the lower deck. 
Above, it swept flie quarter deck clean of everything 
except the shrieking helmsmen; washed Dodd away like 
a cork, and would have carried him overboard if he 
had not brought up against the mainmast and grasped 
it like grim death, half drowned, half stunned, sorely 
bruised, and gasping like a porpoise ashore. 

He held on by the mast in water and foam, pant- 
ing. He rolled his despairing eyes around: the bul- 
warks fore and aft were all in ruins, with wide chasms, 
as between the battlements of some decayed castle: 
and through the gaps he saw the sea yawning wide for 
him. He dare not move: no man was safe a moment 
unless lashed to mast or helm. He held on, expecting 
death. But presently it struck him he could see mu(i 
farther than before. He looked up: it was clearing 
overhead; and the uproar abating visibly. And now 
the wind did not decline as after a gale; extraordinary 
to the last, it blew itself out. 

Sharpe came on deck, and crawled on all fours to 
his captain, and helped him to a life-line. He held 
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on by it, and gave his orders. The wind was blown 
out; but the sea was as dangerous as ever. The ship 
began to roll to windward. If that was not stopped, 
her fate was sealed. Dodd had the main trysail set, 
and then the fore trysail, before he would yield to 
go below, though drenched, and sore, and hungry, 
and worn out Those sails steadied the ship; the sea 
began to go down by degrees; the celestial part of 
nature was more generous: away flew every cloud, 
out came the heavenly sky bluer and lovelier than 
ever they had seen it: the sun flamed in its centre. 
Nature, after three days' eclipse, was so lovely, it 
seemed a new heavens and a new earth. If there 
was an infidel on board who did not believe in God, 
now his soul felt Him, in spite of the poor little head: 
as for Dodd, who was naturally pious, he raised his 
eyes towards that lovely sky in heartfelt, though 
silent, gratitude to its Maker for saving the ship and 
cargo and her people's lives, not forgetting the private 
treasure he was carrying home to his dear wife and 
children. 

With this thought, he naturally looked down; but 
missed the bladder that had lately protruded from his 
pocket; he clapped his hand to his pocket all in a 
flutter. The bottle was gone. In a fever of alarm 
and anxiety, but with good hopes of finding it, he 
searched the deck: he looked in every cranny, behind 
every coil of rope the sea had not carried away. 

In vain. 

The sea, acting on the buoyant bladder attached, 
had clearly torn the bottle out of his pocket, when it 
washed him against the mast His treasure then must 
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have been driven much farther: and how far? Who 
could tell? 

It flashed on the poor man with fearful distinct- 
ness that it must either have been picked up bj some- 
body in the ship ere now, or else carried out to sea. 

Strict inquiry was made amongst the men. 

No one had seen it. 

The fruit of his toil and prudence, the treasure 
Love, not Avarice, had twined with his heart-strings; 
was gone. In its defence he had defeated two pirates, 
each his superior in force; and now conquered the 
elements at their maddest. And in the very moment 
of that great victory — It was gone. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

The subsiding sea was now a liquid Paradise: its 
great pellucid braes and hillocks shone with the sparkle, 
and the hues, of all the jewels in an emperor's crown. 
Imagine — after three days of inky sea, and pitchy 
sky, and Death's deep jaws snapping and barely 
missing with a click — ten thousand great slopes of 
emerald, aquamarine, amethyst, and topaz, liquid, alive, 
and dancing jocundly beneath a gorgeous sun: and 
you will have a faint idea of what met the eyes and 
hearts of the rescued looking out of that battered, 
jagged, ship, upon ocean smiling back to smiling 
Heaven. 

Yet one man felt no buoyancy, nor gush of joy. 
He leaned against a fragment of the broken bulwark, 
confused between the sweetness of life preserved, and 
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the bitterness of treasure lost, his wife's and children's 
treasured treasure; benumbed at heart, and almost 
weary of the existence he had battled for so stoutly. 
He looked so moody, and answered so grimly and un- 
like himself, that they all held aloof firom him; heavy 
heart among so many joyful ones, he was in true soli- 
tude; the body in a crowd, the soul alone. And he 
was sore as well as heavy; for, of all the lubberly acts 
he had ever known, the way he had lost his dear one's 
fortune seemed to him the worst. 

A voice sounded in his ear: "Poor thing; she has 
foundered!" 

It was FuUalove scanning the horizon with his 
famous glass. 

"Foundered? Who?" said Dodd; though he did 
not care much who sank, who swam. Then he re- 
membered the vessel, whose flashing guns had shed a 
human ray on the unearthly horror of the black hurri- 
cane. He looked all round. 

Blank! 

Ay, she had perished with all hands. The sea had 
swallowed her, and spared him; ungrateful. 

This tprned his mind sharply. Suppose the Agra 
had gone down, the money would be lost as now, and 
his life into the bargain, a life dearer to all at home 
than millions of gold: he prayed inwardly to Heaven 
for gratitude, and goodness to feel its mercy. This 
softened him a little; and his heart swelled so, he 
wished he was a woman to cry over his children's loss 
for an hour, and then shake all off and go through his 
duty somehow; for now he was paralysed, and all 
seemed ended. Next, nautical superstition fastened on 
him. That pocket-book of his was Jonah; It had to 
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go or eke the sliip; the moment It did go, the storm 
had broken as by magic. 

Now Superstition is generally stronger than rational 
Beligion, whether they lie apart, or together in one 
mind: and this superstitious notion did something 
toward steeling the poor man. ^^Come," said he to 
himself, "my loss has saved all these poor souls on 
board this ship. So be it! Heaven^s will be done! I 
must bustle, or else go mad." 

He turned to and worked like a horse: and with 
his own hands helped the men to rig parallel ropes — 
a substitute for bulwarks — till the perspiration ran 
down him. 

Bayliss now reported the well nearly dry, and 
Dodd was about to bear up and make sail again, 
when one of the ship-boys, a little fellow with a bright 
eye and a chin like a monkey's, came up to him and 
said, 

"Please, captain!" Then glared with awe at what 
he had done, and broke down. 

"Well, my little man?" said Dodd, gently. 

Thus encouraged, the boy gave a great gulp, and 
burst in a brogue: "Och your amr, sure there's no 
rudder on her at all barrin the tiller." 

"What d'ye mean?" 

"Don't murrder me, your arnr, and I'll tell ye. 
It's meself looked over the starm just now; and I 
seen there was no rudder at all at all: Mille diaoul, 
sis I; ye old bitch I'll tell his amr what y'are after, 
slipping your rudder like my granny's list shoe, I 
will." 

Dodd ran to the helm and looked down; the brat 
was right: the blows which had so endangered the ship, 
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had broken ihe rudder, and the sea had washed away 
more than half of it The sight and the reflection 
made him faintish for a moment. Death passing so 
very close to a man sickens him afterwards; unless he 
has the luck to be brainless. 

"What is your name, urchin?" 

"Ned Murphy, sir." 

"Very well, Murphy, then you are a fine little 
fellow, and have wiped all our eyes in the ship: run 
and send the carpenter afL" 

"Ay, ay, sir." 

The carpenter came. Like most artisans he was 
clever in a groove: take him out of that, and lol a 
mule, a pig, an owl. He was not only unable to 
invent, but so stiffly disinclined: a makeshift rudder 
was clean out of his way; and, as his whole struggle 
was to get away from every suggestion Dodd made 
back to groove aforesaid, the thing looked hopeless. 
Then Fullalove, who had stood by grinning, offered to 
make a bunkum rudder, provided the carpenter and 
mates were put under his orders. But, said he, I must 
bargain they shall be disrated if they attempt to reason. 
"That is no more than fair," said Dodd. The Yankee 
inventor demanded a spare maincap, and cut away one 
end of the square piece, so as to make it fit the stem- 
post: through the circle of the cap he introduced a 
spare mizen topmast: to this he seized a length of 
junk, another to that, another to that, and so on: to 
the outside junk he seized a spare maintop-gallant 
mast, and this conglomerate being now nearly as broad 
as a rudder, he planked over sJl. The sea by this 
time was calm; he got the machine over the stem, and 
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had the square end of the cap bolted to the stem-post 
He had alreadj fixed four spans of nine-inch hawser to 
the sides of the makeshift, two fastened to tackles, 
which led into the gunroom ports, and were boused 
taut — these kept the lower part of the makeshift 
close to the stem post — and two, to which guys were 
now fixed and led through the aftermost ports on to 
the quarter deck, where luff tackles were attached to 
them, by means of which the makeshift was to be worked 
as a rudder. 

Some sail was now got on the ship, and she was 
found to steer very welL Dodd tried her on every 
tack; and at last ordered Sharpe to make all sail, and 
head for the Cape. 

This electrified the first mate. The breeze was 
very faint but southerly, and the Mauritius under their 
lee. They could make it in a night, and there refit, 
and ship a new rudder. He suggested the danger of 
sailing sixteen hundred miles steered by a Gimcrack; 
and implored Dodd to put into port Dodd answered 
with a roughness and a certain wildness never seen 
in him before: "Danger, sir! There will be no more 
foul weather this voyage; Jonah is overboard." Sharpe 
stared an inquiry. "I tell you we shan't lower our 
topgallants once from this to the Cape: Jonah is over- 
board:" and he slapped his forehead in despair; then, 
stamping impatiently with his foot, told Sharpe his 
duty was to obey orders, not discuss them. "Certainly, 
sir," said Sharpe, sullenly, and went out of the cabin 
with serious thoughts of communicating to the other 
mates an alarming suspicion about Dodd, that now, for 
the first time, crossed his mind. But long habit of 
discipline prevailed, and he made all sail on the ship, 
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and bore away for the Cape; with a heavy heart: the 
sea was like a mill pond, but in that he saw only its 
well known treachery, to lead them on to this un- 
paralleled act of madness: each sail he hoisted seemed 
one more agent of Destruction rising at his own suicidal 
command. 

Towards evening it became nearly dead calm. The 
sea heaved a little, but was waveless, glassy, and the 
colour of a rose, incredibly brave and delicate. 

The look out reported pieces of wreck to windward 
As the ship was making so little way, Dodd beat up 
towards them: he feared it was a British ship that had 
foundered in the storm, and thought it his duty to 
ascertain and carry the sad news home. In two tacks 
they got near enough to see with their glasses that the 
fragments belonged, not to a stranger, but to the Agra 
herself; there was one of her waterbutts, and a broken 
mast with some rigging: and as more wreck was 
descried coming in at a little distance, Dodd kept the 
ship close to die wind to inspect it: on drifting near 
it proved to be several pieces of the bulwark, and a 
mahogany table out of the cuddy. This sort of flotsom 
was not worth delaying the ship to pick it up; so Dodd 
made sail again, steering now S.E. 

He had sailed about half a mile when the look out 
hailed the deck again. 

"A man in the water!" 

"Whereabouts?" 

**A short league on the weather quarter." 

"Oh, we can't beat to windward for Aiw," said 
Sharpe. "He is dead long ago." 

"Holds his head very high for a corpse," said the 
look out. 
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"FU soon know," cried Dodd. "Lower the gig; 
I'U go myself." 

The gig was lowered, and six swift rowers pulled 
him to windward; while the ship kept on her course. 

It is most unusual for a captain to leave the ship 
at sea on such petty errands: but Dodd half hoped 
the man might be alive; and he was so unhappy; and, 
like his daughter, who probably derived the trait from 
him, grasped instinctively at a chance of doing kindness 
to some poor fellow alive or dead. That would soothe 
his own sore, good heart 

When they had pulled about two miles, the sun 
was sinking into the horizon: "Give way, men," said 
Dodd, "or we shall not be able to see him." The men 
bent to their oars, and made the boat fly. 

Presently the coxswain caught sight of an object 
bobbing on the water abeam. 

"Why, that must be it," said he: "the lubber! to 
take it for a man's head. Why, it is nothing but a 
thundering old bladder, speckled white." 

"What?" cried Dodd: and fell a trembling. "Steer 
for it I Give way I" 

"Ay, ay, sir!" 

They soon came alongside the bladder, and the 
coxswain grabbed it: "Hallo! here's something lashed 
to it: a bottle!" 

"Give it me!" gasped Dodd, in a voice choked 
with agitation. "Give it me! Back to the ship! Fly! 
Fly! Cut her off, or she'll give us the slip, now,''^ 

He never spoke a word more, but sat in a stupor 
of joyful wonder. 

They soon caught the ship: he got into his cabin, 
he scarce knew how: broke the bottle to atoms, and 
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found the indomitable cash uninjured. With trembling 
hands he restored it to its old place in his bosom, and 
sowed it tighter than ever. Until he felt it there once 
more, he could hardly realise a stroke of good fortune 
that seemed miraculous — though, in reality, it was less 
strange than the way he had lost it — but, now laid bodily 
on his heart, it set his bosom on fire: oh, the bright 
eye, the bounding pulse, the buoyant foot, the reckless 
joyl He slapped Sharpe on the back a little vulgarly, 
for him: > 

*^ Jonah is on board again, old fellow: look out for 
squalls/' 

He uttered this foreboding in a tone of triumph, 
and with a gay, elastic recklessness, which harmonised 
so well with his makeshift rudder, that Sharpe groaned 
aloud, and wished himself under any captain in the 
world but this, and in any other ship. He looked 
round to make sure he was not watched, and then 
tapped his forehead significantly: this somewhat relieved 
him, and he did his duty smartly for a man going to 
the bottom with his eyes open. 

But ill luck is not to be bespoken any more than 
good: the Agra's seemed to have blown itself out; the 
wind varied to the south-west, and breathed steadily 
in that quarter for ten days. The topgallant saib were 
never lowered nor shifted day nor night all that time: 
and not a single danger occurred between this and the 
Cape, except to a monkey, which I fear I must relate, 
on account of its remoter consequences. One fine after- 
noon, everybody was on deck amusing themselves as 
they could; Mrs. Beresford, to wit, was being flattered 
under the poop awning byKenealy. The feud between 
ber andDodd continued; but under a false impression. 
Hard Cash. L 18 
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The ladj liad one advantage over the gentler speei* 
mens of her sex: she was never deterred from a kind 
action by want of pluck, as they are. Pluck? Aqui- 
lina was brimful of it When she found Dodd was 
wounded, she cast her wrongs to the wind, and offered 
to go and nurse him. Her message came at an un- 
lucky moment, and by an unlucky messenger: the 
surgeon said, hastily, "I can't have him bothered." 
The stupid servant reported, "He can't be worried:" 
and Mrs. Beresford, thinking Dodd had a hand in this 
answer, was bitterly mortified; and with some reason. 
She would have forgiven him though, if he had died; 
but, as he lived, she thought she had a right to detest 
him; and did; and showed her sentiments like a lady, 
by never speaking to him, nor looking at him, but 
ignoring him wi^ Mgid magnificence on his own 
quarter deck. 

Now, among the crew of this ship was a favourite 
goat, good tempered, affectionate, playful: but a single 
vice counterbalanced all his virtues: he took a drop. 
A year or two ago some light-hearted tempter taught 
him to sip grog; he took to it kindly, and was now 
arrived at such a pitch, that at grog time he used to 
butt his way in among the sailors, and get close to the 
canteen; and, by arrangement, an allowance was always 
served him; on imbibing it he passed, with quadrupedal 
rapidity, through three stages, the absurd; ihe choleric, 
the sleepy; and was never his own goat again until he 
awoke from the latter. Now Master Fred Beresford 
encountered him in the second stage of inebriety, and, 
being a rough playfellow, tapped his nose with a battle- 
dore. Instantly Billy butted at him; mischievous Fred 
screamed and jumped on the bulwarks. Pot-angry 
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Billy went at him there; whereupon the young gen- 
tleman, with an eldrich screech, and a comparative esti- 
mate of perils that smacked of inexperience, fled into 
the sea, at the very moment when his anxious mother 
was rushing to save him; she uttered a scream of 
agony, and would abtually have followed him; but waff 
held back uttering shriek after shriek, that pierced 
every heart within hearing. 

But Dodd saw the boy go overboard, and vaulted 
over the bulwark near the helm, roared in the very 
air, ^^ Heave the ship to!'* and went splash into the 
water about ten yards £rom the place; he was soon 
followed by Vespasian, and a boat was lowered as quickly 
as possible. Dodd caught sight of a broad straw hat on 
the top of a wave, swam lustily to it, and found Freddy 
inside: it was tied under his chin, and would have 
floated Goliah. Dodd turned to the ship, saw the poor 
mother with white face and arms outstretched as if she 
would fly at them, and held the urchin up high to her 
with a joyful "hurrah." The ship seemed alive and 
to hurrah in return with giant voice: the boat soon 
picked them up, and Dodd came up the side with 
Freddy in his arms, and placed him in his mother's 
with honest pride, and deep parental sympathy. 

Guess how she scolded and caressed her child all 
in a breath, and sobbed over him! For this no human 
pen has ever told, nor ever will. All I can just manage 
to convey is that, after she had all but eaten the little 
torment, she suddenly dropped him, and made a great 
maternal rush at Dodd. Bbe flung her arms round 
him and kissed him eagerly, almost fiercely: then, 
carried away wild by mighty Nature, she patted him 
all over in the strangest way, and kissed his waistcoat, 

18* 
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his arms, bis hands, and rained tears of joy and grati- 
tude on them. 

Dodd was quite overpowered: "No! no!" said he. 
"Don't nowl pray don't! There, I know, my dear, I 
know; I'm a father." And he was very near whim- 
pering himself; but recovered the man and the com- 
mander, and said, soothingly, "There! there!" and 
handed her tenderly down to her cabin. 

All this time he had actaaUy forgotten the packet 
Bat now a horrible fear came on him. He harried to 
his own cabin and examined it. A little salt water 
had oozed throagh the ballet-hole and discoloared the 
leather; bat that was all. He breathed again. 

"Thank Heaven I forgot all aboat it!" said he: 
"It wotild have made a car of me." 

La Beresford's petty irritation against Dodd melted 
at once before so great a thing: she longed to make 
Mends with him; bat for once felt timid: it struck 
her now all of a sudden that she had been misbe- 
having. However, she caught Dodd alone on the 
deck, and said to him softly, "I want so to end our 
quarreL" 

"Our quarrel, madam!" said he; "why, I know of 
none: oh, abotit the light, eh? Well, you see the 
master of a ship is obliged to be a tyrant in some 
things." 

"I make no complaint," said the lady, hastily, and 
hung her head. "All I ask you is to forgive one who 
has behaved like a fool, without even the excuse of 
being one; and — will you give me your hand, sir?" 

"Ay, and with all my heart," said Dodd, warmly, 
enclosing the soft little hand in his honest grasp. 

And with no more ado these two highflyers ended 
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one of those little misunderstandings petty spirits nurse 
into a feud. 

The ship being in port at the Cape, and two 
hundred hammers tapping at her, Dodd went ashore 
in search of Captain Eobarts, and made the Agra over 
to him in the friendliest way, adding warmly that he 
had found every reason to be satisfied with the officers 
and the crew. To his surprise, Captain Eobarts re- 
ceived all this ungraciously. "You ought to have re- 
mained on board, sir, and made me over the command 
on the quarter deck." Dodd replied, politely, that it 
would have been more formal. "Suppose I return im- 
mediately, and man the side for you: and then you 
board her, say in half an hour." 

"I shall come when I like," replied Eobarts, crustily. 
"And when will you like to come?" inquired Dodd, 
with imperturbable good humour. 

"Now: this moment: and FU trouble you to come 
along with me." 

"Certainly, sir." 

They got a boat, and went out to the ship: on 
coming alongside, Dodd thought to meet his wishes by 
going first and receiving him; but the jealous, cross- 
grained fellow, shoved roughly before him and led the 
way up the ship's side. Sharpe and the rest saluted 
him: he did not return the salute, but said hoarsely, 
"Turn the hands up to muster." 

When they were all aft, he noticed one or two 
with their caps on. "Hats off, and be — -to you!" 
cried he. "Do you know where you are? Do you 
know who you are looking at? If not, Til show you. 
Vm here to restore discipline to this ship: so mind 
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how you run athwart my hawse: don't you play with 
the bull, my men; or you'll find his horns — sharpi 
Pipe down! Now, you sir, bring me the log-book I" 

He ran his eye over it, and closed it contemp- 
tuously: "Pirates, and hurricanes! /never fell in with 
pirates nor hurricanes: I have heard of a breeze, and 
a gale, but I never knew a seaman worth his salt say 
* hurricane.' Get another log-book, Mr. Sharpe; put 
down that it begins this day at noon; and enter, that 
Captain Bobarts came on deck, found the ship in a 
miserable condition, took the command, mustered the 
oMcers and men, and stopped the ship's company's 
grog for a week, for receiving him with hats on." 

Even Sharpe, that walking Obedience, was taken 
aback. "Stop — the ship's company's — grog — for 
a week, sir?" 

"Yes, sir, for a week; and if you fling my orders 
back in my face instead of clapping on sail to execute 
them, I'll have you towed ashore on a grating: your 
name is Sharpe; well, my name is Damnedsharpe; and 
so you'll find." 

In short, the new captain came down on the ship 
like a blight. 

He was especially hard on Dodd: nothing that 
commander had done was right, nor, had he done the 
contrary, would that have been right: he was disgrace- 
fully behind time; and he ought to have put in to the 
Isle of France, which would have retarded him: his 
rope bulwarks were lubberly; his rudder a disgrace to 
navigation: he, Eobarts, was not so green as to believe 
that any master had really sailed sixteen hundred miles 
with it, and, if he had, more shame for him. Briefly 
a marine criticaster. 
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All tliis was spoken at Dodd — a thing no male 
does unless lie is an awful snob — and grieved him, 
it was so unjust He withdrew wounded to the little 
cabin he was entitled to as a passenger, and hugged 
his treasure for comfort He patted the pocket-book, 
and said to it, "Never you mind. The greater Tartar 
he is, the less likely to sink you, or run you on a lee 
shore." 

With all his love of discipline, Eobarts was not so 
fond of the ship as Dodd. 

While his repairs were going on, he was generally 
ashore; and by this means missed a visit. Commodore 
Collier, one of the smartest sailors afloat, espied the 
Yankee makeshift from the quarter deck of his vessel, 
the Salamanca, flfty guns. In ten minutes he was 
under the Agra's stem inspecting it; then came on 
board, and was received in form by Sharpe and the 
other officers. "Are you the master of this ship, sir?" 
he asked. 

"No, commodore. I am the first mate: the captain 
is ashore." 

"I am sorry for it I want to talk about his 
rudder." 

"Oh, he had nothing to do with that," replied 
Sharpe, eagerly: "that was our dear old captain: he 
is on board. Young gentleman! ask Captain Dodd to 
oblige me by coming on deck! Hy! and Mr. Fulla- 
love too." 

"Young gentleman?" inquired Collier. "What the 
devil officer is that?" 

"That is a name we give the middies; I don't 
know why." 

"Nor I neither! ha! ha!" 
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Dodd and Fallalove came on deck, and Commo- 
dore Collier bestowed the highest compliments on the 
** makeshift.^ Dodd begged him to transfer them to 
the real inventor; and introduced Fullalove. 

"Ay," said Collier, "I know you Yankees are very 
handy. I lost my rudder at sea once, and had to ship 
a makeshift: but it was a curs' t complicated thing; not 
a patch upon yours, Mr. Fullalove. Yours is ingenious, 
and simple. Ship has been in action, I see: pray how 
was that, if I may be so bold?" 

"Pirates, commodore," said Sharpe. "We fell in 
with a brace of Portuguese devils, latine-rigged, and 
carried ten guns apiece, in the Straits of Gaspar: 
fought 'em from noon till sundown, riddled one, and 
ran down the other, and sunk her in a moment. That 
was all your doing, captain; so don't try to shift it on 
other people; for we won't stand it" 

"If he denies it, I won't believe him," said Collier: 
"for he has got it in his eye. Gentlemen, will you do 
me the honour to dine with me to-day on bo8^ the 
flag-ship?" 

Dodd and Fullalove accepted. Sharpe declined, 
witli regret, on the score of duty. And as the cocked 
hat went down the side, after saluting him politely, he 
could not help thinking to himself what a difference 
between a real captain, who had something to be proud 
of, and his own unlicked cub of a skipper wii3i the 
manners of a pilot-boat. He told Eobarts the next 
day: Eobarts said nothing; but his face seemed to 
turn greenish; and it embittered his hatred of Dodd 
the inoffensive. 

It is droll, and sad, but true, that Christendom is 
full of men in a hurry to hate. And a fruitful cause 
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is jealousy. The schoolmen, or rather certain of the 
schoolmen — for nothing is much shallower than to 
speak of all those disputants as one school — defined 
woman, "a featherless hiped vehemently addicted to 
jealousy." Whether she is more featherless than the 
male can be decided at a trifling expense of time, mo- 
ney, and reason: you have but to go to court. But 
as for envy and jealousy, I think it is pure, unobserv- 
ant, antique Cant which has fixed them on the female 
character distinctively. As a molehill to a mountain, 
is women's jealousy to men's. Agatha may have a 
host of virtues and graces, and yet her female ac- 
quaintance will not hate her, provided she has the 
moderation to abstain from being downright pretty. 
She may sing like an angel, paint like an angel, talk, 
write, nurse the sick, — all like an angel, and not 
rouse the devil in her fair sisters: so long as she does 
not dress like an angel. But, the minds of men being 
much larger than women's, yet very little greater, they 
hang jealousy on a thousand pegs. When there was 
uo peg, I have seen them do with a pin. 

Captain Bobarts took ja pin: ran it into his own 
heart, and hung that sordid passion on it 

He would get rid of all the Doddites before he 
sailed. He insulted Mr. Tickell, so that he left the 
service, and entered a mercantile house ashore: he 
made several of the best men desert: and the ship 
went to sea short of hands. This threw heavier work 
on the crew; and led to many punishments, and a 
steady current of abuse. Sharpe became a mere 
machine, always obeying, never speaking: Grey was 
put under arrest for remonstrating against ungentle- 
manly language: and Bayliss, being at bottom of the 
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same breed as Robarts, fell into his bumour, and 
helped hector the petty ofEcers and men. The crew, 
depressed and irritated, went through their duties 
puUy-hauly-wise. There was no song under the fore- 
castle in the first watch, and often no grog on the 
mess table at one bell. Dodd never came on the 
quarter deck without being reminded he was only a 
passenger, and the ship was now under naval disci- 
pline. "/ was reared in the royal navy, sir," would 
Eobarts say: ** second lieutenant aboard the Atalanta: 
that is the school, sir; that is the only school that 
breeds seamen." Dodd bore scores of similar taunts 
as a Newfoundland puts up with a terrier in office: 
he seldom replied, and, when he did, in a few quiet 
dignified words that gave no handle. 

Eobarts, who bore the name of a lucky captain, 
had fair weather all the way to St. Helena. 

The guard-ship at this island was the Salamanca. 
She had left the Cape a week before the Agra. Cap- 
tain Bobarts, with his characteristic good breeding, 
went to anchor in-shore of Her Majesty's ship: the 
wind failed at a critical moment, and a foul became 
inevitable: Collier was on his quarter deck, and saw 
what would happen long before Bobarts did; he gave 
the needful orders, and it was beautiful to see how in 
half a minute the frigate's guns were run in, her ports 
lowered, her yards toppled on end, and a spring 
carried out and hauled on. 

The Agra struck abreast her own forechains on the 
Salamanca's quarter. 

(Pipe.) ^^ Boarders away. Tomahawks! cut every- 
thing that holds!" was heard from the frigate's quarter 
deck. Rush came a boarding party on to the merchant 

Digitized byLjOOQlC 



HARD CASH. 283 

ship and hacked away without mercy all her lower 
rigging that held on to the frigate, signal halyards and 
all; others boomed her off with capstan bars, &c., and 
in two minutes the ships were clear. A lieutenant 
and boat's crew came for Eobarts, and ordered him on 
board the Salamanca, and, to make sure of his com- 
ing, took him back with them. He found Commodore 
GoUier standing stiff as a ramrod on his quarter deck. 
"Are you the master of the Agra?" (His quick eye 
had recognised her in a moment.) 

"I am, sk." 

^'Then she was commanded by a seaman: and is 
commanded by a lubber. Don't apply for your papers 
this week; for you won't get them. Good morning. 
Take him away." 

They returned Eobarts to his ship; and a sup- 
pressed grin on a score of faces showed him the clear 
commanding tones of the commodore had reached his 
own deck. He soothed himself by stopping the men's 
grog and mast-heading three midshipmen that same 
afternoon. 

The night before he weighed anchor this discipli- 
narian was drinking very late in a low public-house. 
There was not much moon, and the officer in charge 
of the ship did not see the gig coming till it was 
nearly alongside: then all was done in a flurry. 

'^Hy! man the side! Lanterns there! Jump, you 
boysl or you'll catch pepper." 

The boys did jump, and little Murphy, not know- 
ing the surgeon had ordered the ports to be drooped, 
bounded over the bulwarks like an antelope, lighted 
on the midship port, which stood at this angles, and 
glanced off into the ocean, lantern foremost: he made 
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his little hole in the water within a yard of Captain 
Bobarts. That Dignity, though splashed, took no 
notice of so small an incident as a gone shipboy: and 
if Murphy had been wise and stayed with Nep. all had 
been well. But the poor urchin inadvertently came up 
again, and without the lantern. One of the gig's crew 
grabbed him by the hair, and prolonged his existence 
by an inconsiderate impulse. 

"Where is the other lantern?" was Eobarts' first 
word on reaching the deck: as if he didn't know. 

"Gone overboard, sir, with the boy Murphy." 

"Stand forward, you sir," growled Kobarts. 

Murphy stood forward, dripping and shivering with 
cold and fear. 

"What d'ye mean by going overboard with the 
ship's lantern?" 

"Och your amr sure some unasy divil drooped the 
port; and the lantern and me we had no foothold at 
all at all, and the lantern went into the say, bad luck 
to ut; and I went afther to try and save ut — for your 
amr." 

"Belay all that!" said Robarts; "do you think you 
can blarney me, you young monkey? Here, Bosen's 
mate, take a rope's-end and start him! — Again! — 
Warm him well! — That's right." 

As soon as the poor child's shrieks subsided into 
sobs, the disciplinarian gave him Explanation, for 
Ointment. "I can't have the company's stores ex- 
pended THIS WAY." 

"The force of discipline could no farther go" than 
to £og zeal for falling overboard: so, to avoid anti- 
climax in that port, Eobarts weighed anchor at day- 
break; and there was a south-westerly breeze waiting 
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for this favourite of fortune, and carried him past the 
Azores. Off Ushant it was westerly; and veered to 
the nor-west just before they sighted the Land's End: 
never was such a charming passage from the Cape. 
The sailor, who had the luck to sight Old England 
first, nailed his starboard shoe to the main-mast for 
(Contributions; and all hearts beat joyfully: none more 
than David Dodd's. His eye devoured the beloved 
shore: he hugged the treasure his own ill luck had 
jeopardised — but Eobarts had sailed it safe into 
British waters — and forgave the man his ill manners 
for his good luck. 

Eobarts steered in for the Lizard; but, when 
abreast the Point, kept well out again, and opened the 
Channel, and looked out for a pilot. 

One was soon seen working out towards him, and 
the Agra brought to; the pilot descended from his 
lugger into his little boat, rowed alongside, and came 
on deck; a rough, tanned sailor, clad in flushing; and 
in build and manner might have passed for Eobarts's 
twin brother. 

"Now then, you sir, what will you take this ship 
up to the Downs for?" 

"Thirty pounds." 

Eobarts told him roughly he would not get thirty 
pounds out of him, 

"Thyse and no higher my Bo," answered the pilot, 
sturdily: he had been splicing the main brace, and 
would have answered an admiral 

Eobarts swore at him lustily: Pilot discharged a 
volley in return with admirable promptitude. Eobarts 
retorted, the other rough customer rejoined, and soon 
all Billingsgate thundered on the Agra's quarter deck. 
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Finding, to his infinite disgust, his visitor as great a 
blackguard as himself, and not to be out-sworn, Bob- 
arts ordered him to quit the ship on pain of being 
man-handled over the side. 

"Oh, that is it, is it?" growled the other: "here's 
fill and be off then." He prudently bottled the rest 
of his rage till he got safe into his boat: then shook 
his fist at the Agra, and cursed her captain sky high. 
"You see the fair wind, but you don't see the Channel 
fret a coming, ye greedy gander. Downs! You'll never 

see them: you have saved your money, and lost 

your ship, ye lubber." 

Eobarts hurled back a sugar-plum or two of the 
same kind, and then ordered Bayliss to clap on all 
sail, and keep a mid channel course through the 
night. 

At four bells in the middle watch Sharpe, in 
charge of the ship, tapped at Kobarts's door. "Blow- 
ing hard, sir, and the weather getting thickish." 

"Wind fair still?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Then call me if it blows any harder," grunted 
Bobarts. 

In two hours more, tap, tap, came Bayliss, in 
charge. "If we don't take sail in, they'U take them- 
selves out." 

"Furl to-gallan'sels, and call me if it gets any 
worse." 

In another hour Bayliss was at him again. "Blow- 
ing a gale, sir, and a Channel fog on." 

"Beef taupsles, and call me if it gets any worse." 

At daybreak Dodd was on deck, and found the 
^)lip flying through a fog so thick, that her forecastle 
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-was inyisible from the poop, and even her foremast 
loomed indistinct and looked distant. "You^ll be foul 
of something or other, Sharpe," said he. 

"What is that to you?" inquired a loud rough 
voice behind him. "I donH allow passengers to handle 
my ship." 

"Then do pray handle her yourself, captain I Is 
this weather to go tearing happy-go-lucky up the 
Channel?" 

"I mean to sail her without your advice, sir: and, 
being a seaman, I shall get all I can out of a fair 
wind." 

"That is right. Captain Robarts; if you had but 
the British Channel all to yourself" 

"Perhaps you will leave me my deck all to my- 
self." 

"I should be delighted: but my anxiety will not 
let me." With this Dodd retired a few steps, and kept 
a keen look out. 



At noon, a lusty voice cried "Land on the 

WEATHBB BEAmI" 

All eyes were turned that way, and saw nothing. 

Land in sight was reported to Captain Eobarts. 

Now that worthy was in reality getting secretly 
anxious: so he ran on deck crying, "Who saw it?" 

"Captain Dodd, sir." 

"Ughl Nobody else?" 

Dodd came forward, and, with a respectful air, 
told him that, being on the look out, he had seen the 
coast of the Isle of Wight in a momentary lift of 
the haze. 
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"Isle of Fiddlestick!" was the polite reply; "Isle 
of Wight is eighty miles astern by now." 

Dodd answered firmly that he was well acquainted 
with every outline in the Channel, and the land he 
had seen was St Elatharine's Point 

Bobards deigned no reply; but had the log heaved: 
it showed the vessel to be running twelve knots an 
hour. He then went to his cabin and consulted his 
chart; and, having worked his problem, came hastily 
on deck, and went from rashness to wonderful caution. 
"Turn the hands out, and heave the ship to!" 

The manoeuvre was executed gradually and ably, 
and scarce a bucketful of water shipped. Furl taupsels 
and set the main trysail! There, Mr. Dodd, so much 
for you and your Isle of Wight The land you saw 
was Dungeness, and you would have run on into the 
North Sea, I^ll be bound." 

When a man, habitually calm, turns anxious, he 
becomes more irritable: and the mixture of timidity 
and rashness he saw in Eobarts made Dodd very 
anxious. 

He replied angrily: "At all events I should not 
make a foul wind out of a fair one by heaving to; 
and if I did, I would heave to on the right tack." 

At this sudden facer, one, too, from a patient man, 
Eobarts staggered a moment He recovered, and, with 
an oath, ordered Dodd to go below, or he would have 
him chucked into the hold. 

"Come, don't be an ass, Eobarts," said Dodd, con- 
temptuously. Then, lowering his voice to a whisper: 
"Don't you know the men only want such an order as 
that, to chuck you into the sea?" 
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Robarts trembled. "Oh, if you mean to head a 
mutiny! " 

"Heaven forbid, sir! But I won't leave the deck 
in dirty weather like this, till the captain knows where 
he is." 

Towards sunset it got clearer, and they drifted 
past a Revenue cutter, who was lying to with her head 
to the Northward. She hoisted no end of signals, but 
they understood none of them; and her captain gesti- 
culated wildly on her deck. 

"What is that Fantoccini dancing at?" inquired 
Captain Robarts, brutally. 

"To see a first-class ship drift to leeward in a 
narrow sea, with a fair wind," said Dodd, bitterly. 

At night it blew hard, and the sea ran high and 
irregular. The ship began to be uneasy: and Robarts 
very properly ordered the top-gallant and royal yards 
to be sent down on deck. Dodd would have had 
them down twelve hours ago. The mate gave the 
order: no one moved. The mate went forward angry. 
He came back pale. The men refused to go aloft: 
they would not risk their lives for Captain Robarts. 

The officers all assembled and went forward: they 
promised and threatened; but all in vain. The crew 
stood sullen together, as if to back one another, and 
put forward a spokesman to say that "there was not 
one of them the captain hadn't started, and stopped 
liis grog a dozen times: he had made the ship hell to 
them; and now her masts and yards and hull might go 
there along with her skipper, for them." 

Robarts received this tidings in sullen silence. 
"Don't tell that Dodd, whatever you do," said he. 
"They will come round now they have had their 
Uari Cath, J. 19 
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growl: they are too near home to shy away their 

Bobarts had not sufficient insight into character to 
know that Dodd would instantly have sided with him 
against mutiny. 

But at this juncture the ex-captain of the Agra was 
down in the cabin with his fellow passengers, preparing 
a general remonstrance: he had a chart before him, 
and a pair of compasses in his hand. 

"St Katharine's Point lay about eight miles to 
windward at noon; and we have been drifdng South 
and East this twelve hours, through lying to on the 
starboard tack: and besides, the ship has been conned 
as slovenly as she is sailed. Tve seen her allowed to 
break off a dozen times, and gather more leeway: ah, 
here is Captain Robarts: Captain, you saw the rate we 
passed the Revenue cutter. That vessel was nearly 
stationary; so what we passed her at was our own rate 
of drifting, and our least rate; putting all this together, 
we can't be many miles from the French coast, and, 
unless we look sharp and beat to windward, I pro- 
nounce the ship in danger." 

A horselaugh greeted this conclusion. 

"We are nearer Yarmouth sands than France, I 
promise you: and nothing under our lee nearer than 
Rotterdam." 

A loud cry from the deck above, "A light on 

THE LEE bow!" 

"There!" cried Robarts, with an oath: "foul of her 
next! through me listening to your nonsensa" He ran 
upon deck, and shouted through his trumpet, "All 
hands wear ship!" 

The crew, who had heard the previous cry, obeyed 
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orders in the presence of an immediate danger: and 
perhaps their growl had really relieved their ill-humour. 
Eobarts with delight saw them come tumbling up, and 
gave his orders lustily: "Brail up the trysel! Up with 
the helm! in with the weather main brace! square the 
after yards!" 

The ship's bow turned from the wind, and, as soon 
as she got way on her, Eobarts ran below again; and 
entered the caJbin triumphant. 

"That is all right: and now. Captain Dodd, a word 
with you: you will either retire at once to your cabin, 
or will cease to breed disaffection in my crew, and 
groundless alarm in my passengers, by instilling your 
own childish, ignorant fears. The ship has been under- 
logged a hundred miles, sir, and but for my caution in 
lying to for clear weather we should be groping among 
the Fern Isl " 

Crash! 

An unheard-of shock threw the speaker and all the 
rest in a mass on the floor, smashed every lamp, put 
out every light: and, with a fierce grating noise, the 
ship was hard and fast on the French coast, with her 
stem to the sea. 

One awful moment of silence; then amidst shrieks 
of agony, the sea struck her like a rolling rock, solid 
to crush, liquid to drown: and the comb of a wave 
smashed the cabin windows and rushed in among them 
as they floundered on the floor; and wetted and chilled 
them to the marrow; a voice in the dark cried, "Oh 
God! we are dead men." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

"On deck for your lives!" cried Dodd, forgetting 
in that awful moment he was not the captain; and 
drove them all up, Kobarts included, and caught hold 
of Mrs. Beresford and Freddy at their cabin door and 
half carried them with him. Just as they got on deck 
the third wave, a high one, struck the ship and lifted 
her bodily up, canted her round, and dashed her down 
again some yards to leeward, throwing them down on 
the hard and streaming deck. 

At this tremendous shock the ship seemed a live 
thing shrieking and wailing, as well as quivering with 
the blow. 

But one voice dissented loudly from the general 
dismay. "All right, men," cried Dodd, firm and 
trumpet-like. "She is broadside on now. Captain 
Eobarts, look alive, sir! Speak to the men! don't go 
to sleep!" 

Bobarts was in a lethargy of fear. At this appeal 
he started into a fury of ephemeral courage: "Stick to 
the ship," he yelled; "there is no danger if you stick 
to the ship," and with this snatched a life buoy, and 
hurled himself into the sea. 

Dodd caught up the trumpet that fell from his 
hand, and roared "I command this ship. Officers come 
round me! Men to your quarters! Come, bear a hand 
here, and fire a gun! That will show us where we are, 
and let the Frenchmen know." 

The carronade was fired, and its momentary flash 
revealed that the ship was ashore in a little bay; tho 
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land abeam was low and some eighty yards off; but there 
was something black and ragged nearer the ship^s stem. 

Their situation was owfaL To windward huge 
black waves rose like tremendous ruins, and came 
rolling, fringed with devouring fire; and each wave, as 
it charged them, curled up to an incredible height and 
dashed down on the doomed ship — solid to crush, 
liquid to drown — with a ponderous stroke that made 
the poor souls stagger; and sent a sheet of water so 
clean over her that part fell to leeward, and only part 
came down on deck, foretaste of a watery death; and 
each of these fearfid blows drove the groaning, 
trembling vessel farther on the sand, bumping her 
along as if she had been but a skiff. 

Now it was men showed their inner selves. 

Seeing Death so near on one hand, and a chance 
of escape on the other, seven men proved unable to 
resist the two great passions of Fear and Hope on a 
scale so gigantic, and side by side. Bayliss, a mid- 
shipman, and five sailors, stole the only available boat 
and lowered her. 

She was swamped in a moment. 

Many of the crew got to the rum, and stupified 
themselves to their destruction. 

Others rallied round their old captain, and recovered 
their native courage at the brave and hopeful bearing 
he wore over a heart full of anguish. He worked like 
a horse, encouraging, commanding, doing: he loaded 
a carronade with 1 lb. of powder and a coil of rope, 
with an iron bar attached to a cable, and shot the rope 
and bar ashore. 

A gun was now fired from the guard-house, whose 
light Bobarts had taken for a ship. But, no light 
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being shown any nearer on the coast, and the ship 
expected every minute to go to pieces, Dodd asked if 
any one would try to swim ashore with a line, made 
fiftst to a hawser on board. 

A sailor offered to go if any other man would risk 
his life along with him. Instantly Fullalove stripped, 
and Vespasian next. 

"Two is enough on such a desperate errand," said 
Dodd, with a groan. 

But now emulation was up, and neither Briton 
Yankee, nor negro, would give way: a line was made 
fast to the sailor's waist, and he was lowered to lee- 
ward; his venturesome rivals followed. The sea swal- 
lowed those three heroes like crumbs: and small was 
the hope of life for them. 

The three heroes being first-rate swinuners and 
divers, and going with the tide, soon neared the shore 
on the ship's lee quarter; but a sight of it was enough: 
to attempt to land on that rock with such a sea on, 
was to get their skulls smashed like eggshells in a 
moment. They had to coast it, looking out for a soft 
place. 

They found one; and tried to land; but so ir- 
resistible was the suction of the retiring wave, that, 
whenever they got foot on the sand, and tried to run, 
they were wrenched out to sea again, and pounded 
black and blue and breathless by the curling breaker 
they met coming in. 

After a score of vain efforts, the negro, throwing 
himself on his back, went in with a high wave, and, 
on touching the sand, turned, dug all his ten claws 
into it, clenched his teeth, and scrambled like a cat 
at a wall: having more power in his toes than the 
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Europeans, and luckily getting one hand on a firm 
&tone, his prodigious strength just enabled him to stick 
fast while the wave went back; and then, seizing the 
moment, he tore himself ashore, but bleeding and bruised 
all over, and with a tooth actually broken by clenching 
in the convulsive struggle. 

He found some natives dancing about in violent 
agitation with a rope, but a£raid to go in and help 
him; and no wonder, not being sea-gulls. By the light 
of their lanterns, he saw Fullidove washing in and out 
like a log. He seized one end of the rope, dashed 
in and grabbed his friend, and they were hauled 
ashore together, both breathless, and FuUalove speech- 
less. 

The negro looked round for the sailor, but could 
not see him. Soon, however, there was a cry from 
some more natives about fifty yards off, and lanterns 
held up; away he dashed with the rope, just in time 
to see Jack make a last gallant attempt to land. It 
ended in his being flung up like a straw into the air 
on the very crest of a wave fifteen feet high, and out 
to sea with his arms whirling, and a death shriek which 
was echoed by every woman within hearing. 

In dashed Vespasian with the rope, and gripped 
the drowning man^s long hair with his teeth: then 
jerked the rope, and they were both pulled ashore 
with infiinite difficulty. The good-natured Frenchmen 
gave them all three lots of vivats and brandy and pats 
on the back: and carried the line for them to a flag- 
staff on the rocks nearer the stern of the ship. 

The ship began to show the first signs of breaking 
up: hammered to death by the sea, she discharged the 
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oakum from her opening seams, and her decks began 
to gape and grin fore and aft. Corpses of drunken 
sailors drowned between decks now floated up amid- 
ships, and washed and rolled about among die sur- 
vivors' feet These, seeing no hope, went about mak- 
ing up all quarrels, and shaking hands in token of a 
Christian end. One or two came to Dodd with their 
hands out. 

"Avast, ye lubbers!" said he, angrily; "do you 
think I have time for nonsense? Folksel ahoy! axes, 
and cut the weather shrouds!'' 

It was done: the foremast went by the board directly, 
and fell to leeward: a few blows of the axe firom Dodd's 
own hand sent the mainmast after it 

The Agra rose a streak; and the next wave car- 
ried her a little farther in shore. 

And now the man in charge of the hawser reported 
with joy that there was a strain on it 

This gave those on board a hope of life. Dodd 
bustled and had the hawser careftdly payed out by 
two men, while he himself secured the otiier end in 
the mizen top: he had left that mast standing on pur- 
pose. 

There was no fog here; but great heavy black 
clouds flying about with amazing swiftness extinguished 
the moon at intervals: at others she glimmered through 
a dull mist in which she was veiled, and gave the poor 
souls on the Agra a dim peep of the frail and narrow 
bridge they must pass to live. A thing like a black 
snake went down from the mizen top, bellying towards 
the yawning sea, and soon lost to sight: it was seen 
rising again among some lanterns on the rock ashore: 
but what became of it in the middle? The darkness 
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seemed to cut it in two; the sea to swallow it Yet, 
to get from a ship going to pieces under them, the 
sailors precipitated themselves eagerly on that black 
thread belljing to the sea and flickering in the wind. 
Thej went down it, one after another, and anxious 
ejes straining after them saw them no more: but this 
was seen, that scarce one in three emerged into the 
lights ashore. 

Then Dodd got an axe, and stood in the top, and 
threatened to brain the first man who attempted to go 
on the rope. 

"We must make it taut first," said he; "bear a 
hand here with a tackle." 

Even while this was being done, the other rope, 
whose end he had fired ashore, was seen moving to 
windward. The natives, it seems, had found it, half 
buried in sand. 

Dodd unlashed the end tr^m the bulwarks and car- 
ried it into the top, and made it fast: and soon there 
were two black snakes dipping shorewards and waving 
in the air side by side. 

The sailors scrambled for a place, and some of 
them were lost by their own rashness. Kenealy waited 
coolly: and went by himself. 

Finally, Dodd was left in the ship with Mr. Sharpe 
and the women, and little Murphy, and Kamgolam, 
whom Kobarts had liberated to show his contempt of 
Dodd. 

He now advised Mrs. Beresford to be lashed to 
Sharpe and himself, and venture the passage; but she 
screamed and clung to him, and said, "I dare not, oh 
I dare not!" 

"Then I must lash you to a spar," said he, "for 
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she can't last mncli longer." He ordered SHarpe ashore. 
Sharpe shook hands with him; and went on the rope 
with tears in his eyes. 

Dodd went hard to work, lashed Mrs. Beresford to 
a piece of broken water-butt: filled Fred's pockets 
with corks and sewed them up: (you never caught 
Dodd without a needle; only, unlike the women's, it 
was always kept threaded.) Mrs. Beresford threw her 
arms round his neck and kissed him wildly: a way 
women have in mortal peril: it is but their homage to 
courage. ^'All right!" said Dodd, interpreting it as 
an appeal to his protection, and affecting cheerfulness: 
"we'll get ashore together on the poop awning, or some- 
how; never you fear. I'd give a thousand pounds to 
know when high water is." 

At this moment, with a report like a cannon, the 
lower decks burst fore and aft: another still louder, 
and the Agra's back btoke. She parted amidships 
with a fearful yawn, and the waves went toppling and 
curling clean through her. 

At this appalling sound and sight, the few creatures 
left on the poop cowered screaming and dinging at 
Dodd's knees, and fought for a bit of him. 

Yes, as a flood brings incongruous animals together 
on some little isle , in brotherhood of fear — creatures 
who never met before without one eating the other; 
and there they cuddle — so the chief Eamgolam clung 
to the man he had tried to rob; the Hindoo Ayah and 
the English maid hustled their mistress, the haughty 
Mrs. Beresford, and were hustled by her, for a bit of 
this human pillar, and little Murphy and Fred Beres- 
ford wriggled in at him where they could: and the 
poor goat crept into the quivering mass trembling like 
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an aspen, and not a butt left either in his head or his 
heart. Dodd stood in the middle of these tremblers, 
a rock of manhood: and when he was silent and they 
heard only the voice of the waves, they despaired; 
and, whenever he spoke, they started at the astound- 
ing calmness of his voice, and words: and life sonnded 



"Come," said he, "this won't do any longer. All 
hands into the mizen top!" 

He helped them all up, and stood on the ratlines 
himself: and, if you will believe me, the poor goat 
wailed like a child below. He found in that new 
terror and anguish a voice goat was never heard to 
speak in before. But they had to leave him on deck: 
no help for it Dodd advised Mrs. Beresford once 
more to attempt the rope: she declined. "I dare not! 
I dare not!" she cried, but she begged Dodd hard to 
go on it and save himself. 

It was a strong temptation: he clutched the trea- 
sure in his bosom; and one sob burst from the strong 
man. 

That sob was but the tax paid by Nature: for 
pride, humanity, and manhood stood staunch in spite 
of it "No no, I can't," said he: "I mustn't. Don't 
tempt me to leave you in this plight, and be a cur! 
Live or die, I must be the last man on her. Here's 
something coming out to us, the Lord in Heaven be 
praised!" 

A bright light was seen moving down the black 
line that held l^em to the shore; it descended slowly 
within a foot of the billows, and lighting them up 
showed their fearful proximity to the rope in mid pas- 
sage: they had washed off many a poor fellow at that part 
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"Look at that I Thank Heaven you did not try 
it!" said Dodd to Mrs. Beresford. 

At this moment a higher wave than usual swal- 
lowed up the light: there was a loud cry of dismay 
from the shore, and a wail of despair from the ship. 

No! not lost after all! The light emerged: and 
mounted, and mounted towards the ship. 

It came near, and showed the black shiny body of 
Vespasian with very little on but a handkerchief and 
a lantern, the former round his waist, and the latter 
lashed to his back: he arrived with a "Yah! yah!" 
and showed his white teeth in a grin- 
Mrs. Beresford clutched his shoulder, and whim- 
pered, "Oh, Mr. Black!" 

"Iss, Missy, dis child bring good news. Cap'n! 
Massah FuUalove send you his congratulations, and 
the compliments of the season; and take the liberty to 
observe the tide am turn in twenty minutes." 

The good news thus quaintly announced, caused 
an outburst of joy from Dodd, and sailor-like, he in- 
sisted on all hands joining in a cheer. The shore re- 
echoed it directly. And this encouraged the forlorn 
band still more; to hear other hearts beating for them 
so near. Even the intervening waves could not quite 
annul the sustaining power of sympathy. 

At this moment came the first faint streaks of wel- 
come dawn, and revealed their situation more fiilly. 

The vessel lay on the edge of a sand-bank. She 
was clean in two, the stem lying somewhat higher 
than the stem. The sea rolled through her amidships 
six feet broad, frightful to look at; and made a clean 
breach over her forward, all except the bowsprit, to 
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the end of which three poor sailors were now dis- 
covered to be clinging. The afterpart of the poop was 
out of water, and in a comer of it the goat crouched 
like a rabbit: four dead bodies washed about beneath 
the party trembling in the mizen top, and one had got 
jammed in the wheel, face uppermost, and glared up 
at them, gazing terror-stricken down. 

No sign of the tide turning yet: and much reason 
to fear it would turn too late for them, and the poor 
fellows shivering on the bowsprit. 

These fears were well founded. 

A huge sea rolled in, and turned the forepart of 
the vessel half over, buried the bowsprit, and washed 
the men off into the breakers. 

Mrs. Beresford sank down, and prayed, holding 
Vespasian by the knee. 

Fortunately, as in that vessel wrecked long syne 
on Melita, *Hhe hind part of the ship stuck fast and 
remained immovable." 

But for how long? 

Each wave now struck the ship's weather quarter 
with a sound like a cannon fired in a church, and sent 
the water clean into the mizen top. It hit them like 
strokes of a whip. They were drenched to the skin, 
chilled to the bone, and frozen to the heart with fear. 
They made acquaintance that hour with Death. Ay, 
Death itself has no bitterness that forlorn cluster did 
not feel: only the insensibility that ends that bitterness 
was wanting. 

Now the sea, you must know, was literally strewed 
with things out of the Agra; masts, rigging, furniture, 
tea-chests, bundles of canes, chairs, tables: but, of all 
this jetsom, Dodd's eye had been for some little time 
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fixed on one object*, a live sailor drifting ashore on a 
great wooden case: it struck him after a while that 
the man made very little way; and at last seemed to 
go up and down in one place. By-and-by he saw him 
nearer and nearer, and recognised him. It was one of 
the three washed o£P the bowsprit. 

He cried joyfully: "The tide has turned! here's 
Thompson coming out to sea." 

Then there ensued a dialogue, incredible to lands- 
men, between these two sailors, the captain of the ship 
and the captain of the foretop, one perched on a 
stationary fragment of that vessel, the other drifting 
on a pianoforte; and both bawling at one another 
across the jaws of death. 

"Thompson ahoy!" 

"HaMo!" 

"Whither bound?" 

"Going out with the tide, and be d d to me." 

"What, can't ye swim?" 

"Like a brass figure-head. It's all over with poor 
Jack, sir." 

"All over? Don't tell me! Look out now as you 
drift under our stem, and we'll lower you the four- 
inch hawser." 

"Lord bless you, sir; do, pray!" cried Thompson, 
losing his recklessness with the chance of life. 

By this time the shore was black with people, and 
a boat was brought down to the beach, but to attempt 
to launch it was to be sucked out to sea. 

At present all eyes were fixed on Thompson drift- 
ing to destruction. 

Dodd cut the four-inch hawser, and Vespasian, on 
deck, lowered it with a line, so that Thompson pro- 
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sently drifted right athwart it: "All right, sir!" said 
he, grasping it:, and amidst thundering acclamations 
was drawn to land full of salt water and all but in- 
sensible. The piano landed at Dunkirk, three weeks 
later. 

In the bustle of this good and smart action, the 
tide retired perceptibly. 

By-and-by the sea struck lower and with less 
weight. 

At nine p. m. Dodd took his little party down on 
deck again, being now the safest place; for the mast 
might go. 

It was a sad scene: the deck was now dry, and 
the dead bodies lay quiet around them, with glassy 
eyes: and, grotesquely horrible, the long hair of two 
or three was stiff and crystallised with the saltpetre in 
the ship. 

Mrs. Beresford clung to Vespasian: she held his 
bare black shoulder with one white and jewelled hand, 
and his wrist with the other, tight. "Oh, Mr. Black," 
said she, "how brave you are! It is incredible. Why 
you came back! I must feel a brave man with both 
my hands, or I shall die. Your skin is nice and soft 
too. I shall never outlive this dreadful day." 

And, now that the water was too low to wash them 
off the hawser, several of the ship's company came 
back to the ship to help the women down. 

By noon the Agra's deck was thirty feet from the 
sand. The rescued ones wanted to break their legs 
and necks: but Dodd would not permit even that. He 
superintended the whole manoeuvre, and lowered, first 
the dead, then the living, not omitting the poor goat, 
who was motionless and limp with fright. 
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When they were all safe on the sand, Dodd stood 
alone upon the poop a minute, cheered by all the 
sailors, French and English, ashore: then slid down a 
rope and rejoined his companions. 

To their infinite surprise, the undaunted one was 
found to be snivelling. 

"Oh dear, what is the matter?" said Mrs. Beres- 
ford, tenderly. 

*^The poor Agra, ma^am! She was such a beauti- 
ful sea-boat: and just look at her now! Never sail 
again: never! never! She was a little crank in beat- 
ing, I can't deny it: but how she did fly with the 
wind abaft. She sank a pirate in the straits, and 
weathered a hurricane off the Mauritius; and after all 
for a lubber to go and lay her bones ashore in a fair 
wind: poor dear beauty." 

He maundered thus, and kept turning back to look 
at the wreck, till he happened to lay his hand on his 
breast He stopped in the middle of his ridiculous 
lament, wore a look of self-reproach, and cast his eyes 
upward in heartfelt gratitude. 

The companions of so many adventures dispersed. 

A hospitable mayoress entertained Mrs. Beresford 
and suite: and she took to her bed: for she fell 
seriously ill as soon as ever she could do it with im- 
punity. 

Colonel Kenealy went off to Paris: "I'll gain that 
any way by being wrecked," said he. 

If there be a lover of quadrupeds here, let him 
know that Billy's weakness proved his strength. Being 
brandied by a good-natured French sailor, he winked 
his eye; being brandied greatly he staggered up; and 
butted his benefactor, like a man. 
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FnllaloYe had dry clothes and a blazing fire ready 
for Dodd at a little rude auberge: he sat over it and 
dried a few bank notes he had loose about him, and 
examined his greater treasure, his children's. The 
pocket-book was much stained, but no harm whatever 
done to the contents. 

in the midst of this emplo3rment the shadow of 
an enormous head was projected right upon his trea- 
sure. 

Turning with a start he saw a face at tilie window*, 
one of those vile mugs which are found to perfection 
amongst the canaille of the French nation; bloated, 
blear-eyed, grizzly, and wild-beast-like. The ugly 
thing, on being confronted, passed slowly out of the 
sun, and Dodd thought no more of it 

The owner of this sinister visage was Andrd Thibout, 
of whom it might be said, like face like life; for he 
was one of those ill-omened creatures who feed upon 
the misfortunes of their kind, and stand on shore in 
foul weather hoping the worst, instead of praying for 
the best: briefly, a wrecker. He and his comrade, 
Jacques Moinard, had heard the Agra's gun fired, and 
come down to batten on the wreck: but lol at the turn 
of the tide, there were gendarmes and soldiers lining 
the beach; and the Bayonet interposed between Theft 
and Misfortune. So now the desperate pair were 
prowling about like hungry, baffled wolves, curses on 
their lips, and rage at their hearts. 

Dodd was extremely anxious to get to Barkington 
before the news of the wreck; for otherwise he baew 
his wife and children would suffer a year's agony in a 
single day. The only chance he saw was to get to 
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Boulogne in time to catch the Nancy sailing packett 
for it was her day. But then Botdogne was eight 
leagues distant, and there was no public oonveyanct 
going. Fullalove, entering heartily into his feelingSi 
was gone to look for horses to hire, aided by die 
British Consul. The black hero was up-stairs clearing 
out with a pin two holes that had fallen into decay for 
want of use. These holes were in his ears. 

And now, worn oat by anxiety and hard work, 
Dodd began to nod in his chair by the fire. 

He had not been long asleep when the hideous face 
of Thibout reappeared at the window , and watched 
him: presently a low whistle was uttered outside, and 
soon the two ruffians entered the room, and, finding 
the landlady there as well as Dodd, called for a little 
glass apiece of absinthe: while drinking it they cast 
fortive glances towards Dodd, and waited tOl she 
should go about her business, and leave them alone 
with him. 

But the good woman surprised their looks, and 
knowing the character of the men, poured out a cup 
of coffee from a great metal reservoir by the fire, and 
waked Dodd without ceremony: "Voici votre caf^ 
Monsieur!" making believe he had ordered it. 

"Merci, Madame!" replied he, for his wife had 
taught him a little French. 

"One may sleep mal k propos," muttered the 
woman in his ear. "My man is at the fair, and 
there are people here who are not worth any great 
things." 

Dodd rubbed his eyes and saw those two foul fiaces 
at the end of the kitchen: for such it was, though 
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^ed salle k manger. '^Hiimphl** said he; and in- 
ifinctively buttoned bis coat 

At tbat Tbibont toncbed Moinard's knee under the 
table. 

FaUalove came in soon after, to say be bad got 
two borses, and tbey would be bere in a quarter of an 
hour. 

"Well, but Vespasian? how is he to go?" inquired 
Dodd. 

"Ob, we'll send him on ahead, and then ride and 
tie." 

"No, no," said Dodd, "I'll go ahead. Tbat will 
shake me up. I think I should tumble off a horse; 
I'm so dead sleepy." 

Accordingly he started to walk on the road to 
Boulogne. 

He had not been gone three minutes when Moinard 
sauntered out. 

Moinard had not been gone two minutes when 
Tbibout strolled out 

Moinard kept Dodd in sight, and Tbibout kept 
Moinard. 

The borses were brought soon after; but unfor- 
tunately the pair did not start immediately; though, 
had they known it, every moment was precious. They 
wasted time in argument Vespasian had come down 
with a diamond ring in one ear, and a ruby in the 
other. Fullalove saw this retrograde step, and said 
grimly: "Have you washed but half your face, or — 
is this a return to savagery?" 

Vespasian wore an air of offended dignity: "No, 
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iar, iheae yar decorfttions come off a lady ob i cibili- 
sation: Missy Beresford donated em me. Says she, 
'Uassah Bla^' — yah! yah! She always nicknomates 
dis childMassaBlack — * while I was praying Goramighty 
for self and pickaninny, I seen yon out of one comer 
of my eye admirationing my rings; den jnst you take 
'em,' says dat ar aristocracy: *for I don't admirationise 
'em none; Tye been shipwrecked.' So I took em wid 
incredible condescension; and dat ar beautifiil lady 
says to me, *0h, get along wid yonr nonsense about 
coloured skins! I have inspectionated your conduct, 
Massa Black, and likewise your performances on the 
slack rope,' says she, *in time of shipwreck: and dam 
me,' says she, *but you are a man, you are.' *No, 
Missy,' says I, superciliously, *dis child am not a man 
if you please, but a coloured gemman.' " He added, 
he had put them in his ears because the biggest would 
not go on his little finger. 

Fullalove groaned. *^And, of course, the next 
i^gi you'll ring your snout like a pig, or a Pata- 
gonian; there, come along, ye dam'd — Anomaly." 

He was going to say ^^Cuss," but remembering 
his pupil's late heroic conduct, softened it down to 
Anomady. 

But Yespasdan always measured Ihe force of words 
by their length or obscurity. "Anomaly" out him 
to the heart: he rode off in moody silence and de- 
jection, asking himself sorrowfully what he had done 
that such a mountain of vituperation should Ml on 
him. "Anomaly!!" 

They cantered along in silence; for Fullalove was 
digesting this new trait in his pupil; and asking him* 
fid£ could he train it out; or must he cross it out Just 
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outside the town they met Captain Eobarts walking in; 
be had landed three miles off down the coast ^^BUUol" 
said Fallalove. 

"I suppose 70U thought I was drowned?" said 
Bobarts, spitefiilly; ''but you see Vm alive still" 

Fullalove replied: ^'Well, captain, that is only 
one mistake more youVe made, I reckon." 

About two English miles from the town, they 
came to a long strait slope up and down, where they 
could see a league before them; and there tiliey caught 
sight of David Dodd's tall figure mounting the opposite 
rise. 

Behind him at some little distance were two men 
going the same way, but on the grass by the roadside, 
whereas David was on the middle of the road. 

"He walks well for Jacky Tar," said FuUalove. 

"Iss, sar," said Vespasian, sulkily; "but dis * ana- 
logy' tink he not walk so fast as those two behind 
him, cos they catch him up." 

Now Vespasian had hardly uttered these words, 
when a thing occurred, so sudden and alarming, that 
the speaker's eyes protruded, and he was dumbfounded 
a moment; the next a loud ciy burst from both him 
and his companion at once; and they lashed their 
horses to the gallop and went tearing down the hill in 
a fury of rage and apprehension. 

Mr.Fullalove was right, I think; a sailor is seldom 
a smart walker; but Dodd was a cricketer, you know, 
as well: he swung along at a good pace, and in high 
spirits. He had lost nothing but a few dollies, and a 
quadrant, and a chronometer; it was a cheap wreck to 
him and a joyful one: tox peril past is present delight 
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He had saved his life; and what he valued more, his 
children's money. Never was that dear companion of 
his perils so predons to him as now. One might 
almost fancy that, by some strange sympathy, he felt 
the immediate happiness of his daughter depended on 
it Many in my day believe that human minds can 
thus communicate, overleaping material distances. Not 
knowing, I can't say. However, no such solution is 
really needed here. All the members of an united and 
loving family feel together, and work together — 
without specific concert — though hemispheres lie be- 
tween: it is one of the beautifol traits of true family 
affection: now the Dodds, father, mother, sister, 
brother, were more one in heart and love than any 
other family I ever saw: woe to them if they had not 

David, then, walked towards Boulogne that after- 
noon a happy man. Already he tasted by anticipation 
the warm caresses of his wife and children, and saw 
himself seated at the hearth, with those beloved ones 
clustering close round him. How would he tell them 
Its adventures — Its dangers from pirates — Its loss 
at sea — Its recovery — Its wreck — Its coming ashore 
dry as a bone: and conclude by taking It out of his 
bosom, and dropping It in his wife's lap with cheer 
boys cheer! 

Trudging on in this delightful reverie, his ear 
detected a pit pat at some distance behind him: he 
looked round with veiy slight curiosity and saw two 
men coming up: even in that hasty glance he recog- 
nised the foul face of Andr^ Thibout: a face not to 
be forgotten in a day. I don't know how it was, but 
he saw in a moment that face was after him to rob 
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him; and be naturally enough concluded It was their 
object 

And be was without a weapon; and they were 
doubtless armed. Indeed, Tbibout was swinging a 
heavy cudgel. 

Poor Dodd^s mind went into a whirl, and his body 
into a cold sweat In such moments men live a year. 
To gain a little time he walked swiftly on, pretending 
not to have noticed them: but oh his eyes roved wildly 
to each side of the road for a chance of escape. He 
saw none. To his right was a precipitous rock; to his 
left a profound ravine with a torrent below, and the 
sides scantily clothed with fir-trees and bushes: he was, 
in fact, near the top of a long rising ground called 
^4e mauvais cdte," on account of a murder committed 
there two hundred years ago. 

Presently he heard the men close behind him. At 
the same moment he saw at the side of the ravine a 
fiint stone about the size of two fists: he made but 
three swift strides, snatched it up, and turned to meet 
the robbers, drawing himself up high, and showing 
fight in every incL 

The men were upon him. His change of attitude 
was so sudden and fiery that they recoiled a step. But 
it was only for a moment: they had gone too far to 
retreat; they divided, and Tbibout attacked him on 
his left with uplifted cudgel, and Moinard on his right 
with a long glittering knife: the latter, to guard his 
head from the stone, whipped off his hat and held it 
before lus head: but Dodd was what is called '^eft 
handed:*' '^ambidexter" would be nearer the mark (he 
carved and wrote with his right hand, heaved weights 
and flung cricket balls with his left). He stepped 
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forward, flung the stone in Thiboufs face witli perfect 
precision, and that bitter impetus a good thrower lends 
at the moment of delivery; and almost at the same 
moment shot out his right hand and caught Moinard 
by the throat. Sharper and fiercer collision was nerer 
seen than of these three. 

Thibout's face crashed; his blood squirted all round 
the stone; and eight yards off lay that assailant on his 
back. 

Moinard was more fortunate: he got two inches of 
his knife into Dodd's left shoulder, at the very moment 
Dodd caught him in his right hand vice. And now 
one vengeful hand of iron grasped him felly by the 
throat; another seized his knife arm and twisted it 
back like a child^s: he kicked and struggled furioi^ly: 
but in half a minute the mighty English arm, and iron 
fingers, held the limp body of Jacques Moinard, with 
its knees knocking, temples bursting, throat relaxed, 
eyes protruding, and livid tongue lollii^ down to his 
chin: a few seconds more, and with the same stalwart 
arm that kept his relaxed and sinking body from 
falling, Dodd gave him one fierce whiri round to the 
edge of the road, then put a foot to his middle, and 
spumed his carcase with amazing force and fory down 
the precipice. Crunch! crunch I it plunged from tree 
to tree, from bush to bush, and at last rolled into a 
thick bramble and there stuck in the form of a crescent 
But Dodd had no sooner sent him headlong by that 
mighty effort, than his own sight darkened, his head 
swam, and, after staggmng a little way, he sank 
down in a state bordering on insensibility. Meantime 
Fullalove and Vespasian were galloping doim the op- 
posite hill to his rescue. 
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Unfortunately, Andr^ Thibout was not dead; nor 
even mortally wounded. He was struck on the nose 
and mouth: that nose was flat for the rest of his life, 
and half his front teeth were battered out of their 
sockets: but he fell, not from the brain being stunned, 
but the body driven to earth by the mere physical 
force of so momentous a blow: knocked down like a 
ninepin. He now sat up bewildered, and found himself 
in a pool of blood, his own. He had little sensation 
of pain; but he put his hand to his face, and found 
scarce a trace of his features; and his hand came away 
gory. He groaned. 

Kising to his feet, he saw Dodd sitting at some 
distance: his first impulse was to fly &om so terrible 
an antagonist: but, as he made for the ravine, he ob- 
served that Dodd was in a helpless condition: wounded 
perhaps by Moinard. And where was Moinard? 

Nothing visible of him, but his knife: that lay 
glittering in the road. 

Thibout, with anxious eye turned towards Dodd, 
kneeled to pick it up: and in the act a drop of his 
own blood fell on the dust beside it He snarled like 
a wounded tiger; spat out half a dozen teeth: and crept 
on tiptoe to his safe revenge. 

Awake from your lethargy, or you are a dead 
man! 

No. Thibout got to him unperceived, and the 
knife glittered over his head. 

At this moment the air seemed to fill with clatter- 
ing hoofs and voices, and a pistol-shot rang. Dodd 
heard and started, and so saw his peril. He put up 
his left hand to parry the blow; but feebly. Luckily 
for him Thibout's eyes were now turned another way, 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



314 HARD CASH. 

and glaring with stupid terror out of his mutilated 
visage: a gigantic, mounted, £end, with black face 
and white gleaming, rolling, eyes, was coming at him 
like the wind, uttering horrid howls; Thibout launched 
himself at the precipice with a shriek of dismay, and 
went rolling after his comrade: but, ere he had gone 
ten yards, he fell across a young larch-tree, and hung 
balanced. Up came the foaming horses: Fullalove dis- 
mounted hastily and fired three deliberate shots down 
at Thibout from his revolver. He rolled off, and never 
stopped again till he splashed into the torrent, and lay 
there staining it with blood from his battered face, and 
perforated shoulder. 

Vespasian jumped off, and with glistening eyes 
administered some good brandy to Dodd. He, un- 
conscious of his wound, a slight one, relieved their 
anxiety by assuring them somewhat faintly he was not 
hurt, but that, ever since that "tap on the head" he 
got in the Straits of Gaspar, any angry excitement told 
on him, made his head swim, and his temples seem to 
swell from the inside. 

"I should have come off second-best but for you, 
my dear friends. Shake hands over it, do! Oh, Lord 
bless you! Lord bless you both! As for you, Vespasian, 
I do think you are my guardian angel. Why this is 
the second time youVe saved It No it isn't: for it's 
the third." 

"Now you git along, Massa Cap'n," said Vespasian. 
"You bery good man, ridicalous good man: and dis 
child am't no gardening angel at all; he ar a darned 
Anatomy" (with such a look of offended dignity at 
Fullalove). 
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After examining the field of battle, and comparing 
notes, they mounted Dodd on Vespasian^s horse, and 
walked quietlj till Dodd's head got better; and then 
they cantered on three abreast,* Vespasian in the middle 
\ni^ one sinewy hand on each horse's mane; and such 
was his muscular power that he often relieved his feet 
by lifting himself clean into the air: and the rest of 
the time his toe but touched the ground: and he 
sailed like an ostrich : and grinned and chattered like 
a monkey. 

Sad to relate, neither Thibout nor Moinard was 
ended. The guillotine stood on its rights. Mean- 
time, what was left of them crawled back to the town 
stiff and sore; and supped together — Moinard on 
liquids only — and vowed revenge on all wrecked 
people. 

The three reached Boulogne in time for the Nancy, 
and put Dodd on board: the pair decided to go to the 
Yankee Paradise — Paris. 

They parted with regret and tenderly like old tried 
friends; and Vespasian told Dodd, with the tears in 
his eyes, that, though he was in point of fact only a 
darned Anemone, he felt like a coloured Gemman, at 
pai-ting from his dear old captain. 

The master of the Nancy knew Dodd well, and 
gave him a nice cot to sleep in. He tumbled in with 
a bad headache, and quite worn out; and never woke 
for fifteen hours. 

And when he did wake he was safe at Barkington. 

He and It landed on the quay. He made for 
home. 

On the way, he passed Hardie's Bank; a firm 
synonymous in his mind with the Bank of England. 

Digitized byLjOOQlC 



316 HARD CASH. 

A thrill of joy went through him. Now It was 
safe. When he first sewed It on in China, It seemed 
secure nowhere except on hi^ own person. But, since 
then, the manifold perils hj sea and land It had en- 
countered through heing on him, had caused a strong 
reaction in his mind on that point He longed to see 
It safe out of his own hands, and in good custody. 

He made for Hardie's door with a joyful rush, 
waved his cap over his head in triumph, and entered 
tlio Bank with It. 



Ah! 
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